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LIFE OF HUBERT: 
A NARRATIVE, DESCRIPTIVE; AND DIDACTIC | 
— 
. BOOK THE FIRST. . | 
[Twelve others are defined to complete the Work. 


10 WHICH ARE ADDED, 
- SOME ORIGINAL AND TRANSLATED POEMS. 


BY RE REV. THOMAS SL L. L. B. 


VICAR OF DULVERTON-IN- THE COUNTY/Q#F. SOMERSBET. 
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Ipſk varietate tentamus efficere, ut alia alis, quiedam' fortaſſe | 
omnibus placeant. N 8 PLIN, ZPIST. i 
By variety itſelf we endeavour to yoqebde aifuitable entertain- | 4 
ment for individuals of different taſtes, Something that 5 
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PREFACE. 


Th E Work projected by the Author of the 
following Poem is ſo comprehenſive as to include 
a great diverſity of ſubjects that cannot fail, more 
or leſs, to ſuit the taſte, and intereſt the feelings, 
of every reader: he is perſuaded, therefore, that 
nothing but a defeftive execution of it would 
prevent its being received with general approba- 
tion. But ſrom a conſciouſneſs of his inabilities 
to do juſtice to ſo large and important a plan; and 
the apprehenſion leſt a want of more adequate 
talents would expoſe him oy to cenſure ind 
of procuring for him, the chief object of his 
labours, ſome little retribution of praiſe; he is 


induced to try the opinion of the Public, on this 


* | | | PREFACE, 
| | his firſt timid outſet, before he ventures to proceed 
any farther in ſo arduous an undertaking. And to 
convince the reader that it is not improperly re- 
preſented as arduous, it will be ſufficient to enu- 
merate a few leading particulars that will naturally 
branch off from the general title and ſubje& of 
the Poem. — The chief puerile diverſions through 
the four ſeaſons of the year, thoſe of the Spring 
alone having been already deſcribed in the firſt 
book, accompanied with various b inci- 
dents. Firſt departure from home, and introduc- 

tion to a ſchool in the neighbourhood : repreſen- | 
tation of ſcenes and events moſt remarkable during | 
a few years reſidence there. Remoyal to Eton ; 
with obſervations on the. experienced advantages 
and defects of private and public ſeminaries. 
Admittance at the Univerſity : academical uſages, 


ſome approved of, and others thought exception- 
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PREFACE, a 


able; public lectures and diſputations ; ſtudious 2 


purſuits, in private, on the ſubjefts of abſtrabt 
mathematical ſcience, metaphyſical theories, na- 
tural phyloſophy, and polite literature. Prudence 


and indiſcretion in the choice of aſſociates, and 


| forming early connections of intimacy and friend- 


ſhip. Preferment ; ſettlement in life; marriage 
children, as objects of perpetual anxiety, and en- 


dearment, in a ſlate of infancy ; ; ſickneſs, reco- 


| very of health; journeying. Rural retirement, 


with its appropriate ſociety and ſports. Refidence 


in the metropolis, with its characteriſtic manners, 


moſt faſhionable amuſements, and modes of diſſi. 


| pation. Some epiſodical adventures both of a 


ſerious, and ludicrous nature, occaſionally intro- 


duced : and a concluſion, with ſuitable and fum- 


mary reflections on the whole. — Theſe ſubjetts 


will not be arranged and diſcuſſed with any ys | 


4 _ * » PREFACE. 


tematical regularity, but ſelected at diſcretion, in 


a deſultory way, and ſlightly ſkimmed over, or 


; deliberately dwelt upon, as it may happen to ſuit 


—— — — — — Kang 


beſt with the Author's inclinations at the time, 


or appear moſt likely to afford entertainment to ö 


others; according to the practice of Homer, as 


repreſented by Horace, in his Art of Poetry, 


Deſperat tractata niteſcere poſſe, relinquit. 


To make up a ſizable pocket volume, the 


ES. — _ — 


Author has thought proper to add, to this humble | 


ſpecimen of his larger work, a few original and 


1 tranſlated Poems, taken from a pretty large col- | 
| lection of both, and preferred to the reſt only on 

| | © account of their being written on plans defignedly 

43'S contraſted with each other; or on miſcellaneous 

| ſubjeAs in a very diverſified ſtyle of compoſition. 
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ARGUMENT. 


The Author's chief motive for undertaking this Work. Boys 
and girls aſſociate at firſt in purſuing the ſame diverſions, A, 
principle of imitation gains the earlieſt and the ſtrongeſt 
influence over youthful minds. The uſual practice of chil- 
dren to mimic the viſiting ceremonies of their ſenior friends 
and parents. A particular deſcription of a mock feaſt. The 
boys ſeparate from their female playmates to hunt for birds” 
neſts, Several minute deſcriptions introduced on this ſubject. 
A digreſſion, containing ſome curious particulars relating to 
the natural hiſtory of the cuckoo. Their excurſion from the 
neighbourhood of the homeſtead to a diſtant wood. A cir- 
cumſtantial enumeration of the wild ſcenes and ſounds moſt 
likely to catch and engage their attention there, A diſſerta- 
tion on the art of finding and taking rabbits? neſts, An 


attempt to excite a clear idea of various ſounds that ſalute 


the ear of an early waker from the environs of an old rural 
manſion, The Author's addreſs to literary Critics; with an 


apology for writing on puerile diverſions and other trifling 
ſubjects. 


THE LIFE OF HUBERT. 


> BOOK THE FIRST. 


Born long ago, ſo long as to complete 
Nearly that term the Royal Prophet deem'd 


The age of man; and ſince ordain d to prove 

Of Fortune'ꝰs beſt and worſt viciſſitudes 

An ample ſhare, the theme-fraught Poet hopes, 
That by retracing, from life's earlieſt days, 
Een to the preſent hour, what Memory bears 
On her fair tablet with moſt ſtrength impreſo d; 
He for himſelf, and others, may obtain 

Much to amuſe, much to abate regret, 10 


Much preſent ) joy reviv d from pleaſures paſt. 
Hanurs, thin beft, alas! and almoſt laſt 
Of early friends, accept this votive verſe 


Kindly from one, who feels no leſs attach d, . 
In Life's late wane, than when it newly glowd 15 


1 
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Its zenith to attain, things ſever'd long, 
By er Fortune, from the happy means 
Of uſual intercourſe 3 to Thee tis due; 
For than alone the Author wilt diſcern 
By many a ſtroke, moſt ſurely ant d. to prove 20 
That he, at leaſt, could paint himſelf with truth. 
And 'tis his chief ambition, and his praiſe, | 
To make thee recollect, with willing mind, 
Thy ſchool, thy college mate, thy partner oft 
In rural ſports, and at the ſocial board. 25 
- Ere boys and girls can yet diſtin ly ſhow 
Their ſexes taſte appropriate, mixt in groups, 


With equal zeal, all readily unite, 
3 In common playful guize, to perſonate 


Their ſenior friends and parents: hence we find 30 
That imitation bears the earlieſt ſway 
In youthful minds; a truth ſo evident 


The greateſt caution ſhould excite in thoſe, 
Whom little copyiſts will reſpe& the moſt, 


To hold no bad example to their view, 


: THE LIFE OF HUBERT. 
How oft hath Fancy pictur'd out the ſcenes 
Of our primeval ſports ? how oft recall'd 

Freſh to our minds the conſequential airs, 
And each high-mimic'd phraſe, with which we made 

The formal invitation to our feaſts ? 

And all the ceremonious cant that Bs, 

In compliment, ark 2 
When our expected viſitants arrived ? 

And here with us, as in the parlour, oft, 

In place of ſmiling glee, ſome doubtful friend 
Is met with ſtately cool reſerve, for ſlights 
Real, or feign'd from jealouſy alone. 

But when our ſpleen, in warm reproachful ſneers, - 
Hath once been vented, like our elders ſtill, 

We too unite the more attach'd, and cloſe ' 
The hafty breach in laſting amity. 

Nor muſt we here forget the pleaſing taſk, 

| In verſe more lofty, to deſcribe the means 
By which, as ſkilful caterers and cooks, 

We learnt with nals viands to ſet off 

Cc 
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Our well-ſpread tables. Firſt the eats chalk 

| Serv'd amply to ſupply, in diff rent ways, 13 
The ſplendid banquet; hence our milk and cream, 
The well - mixt cuſtard, and faRitious bread, 
Extoll'd as wheaten, from fine-bolted flour. bo 
Ingredients far inferior ſerv'd to make | 4 
Our beſt olam puddings, cakes, and Suite pies, : 
Whilſt butter pats, from yellow ſeedling orbs | 


Of ox-ey'd daiſies, ſerv d to occupy 

Fach little interval between the range 65 
Of larger diſbes; diſhes, not a ſet 1 
Of plate, or china, but a ſervice fit 
For our chief purpoſe ; all unlike indeeds © 
In ſubſtance, ſize, and figure; ſome were found 


Midſt various fragments of rejected plates 1 | 
And broken ſaucers ; ſome the diff rent ſhells | 
Of oyſter, and of ſcollop, well' ſupply d. 

But all were garniſh'd ont, in niceſt taſte, 
With vi lets ſweet, and many a bloſſom freſh 


Of primroſe, cowſlip, and the daffodil. | 1 75 


THE LIFE OF HUBERT, 
. * 


While feſtive garlands, hung on pegs, diſplay'd 

The Garden's flow'ry pride; narciſſus bright 

In ſnowy whiteneſs ; mark d with vary d ſtripes 

Of vivid hue, the tulip's gaudy cup; 

And the rich crimſon globe magnificent 

Of flaunting piony. Nor ſhall we ſhun 

| Briefly to ſing, with what great ſkill and _y | 

From comfry bloſſoms we ſelected thoſe | 

Ol beſt-match'd tubes, and ripeſt bead-like ſeeds 
From creeping mallow, in whoſe flow'ry cells, 

Replete with honey'd meal, -the bee delights IEF 

To ſprawl well powder'd ; both preſerv'd to form, 

When firung in lengthen'd rows, fit ornaments” 

To be beſtow'd as gifts to our chief gueſts; 

Reſerving ftill the beſt to grace her neck * 

Who ſat preſiding miſtreſs of the feaſt, | 

Theſe, though the chief and favorite employ - 

Of 3 days, ah a ſcanty part + 

Or all the paſtimes, which the ceaſcleſs flow 


C 2 
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Of native ſpirit can ſupply, to fill 95 
Each hour moſt ling'ring of the longeſt day. 8 

And though our active fancy ne er can fail, 
With fond delight, to paint, in pureſt _ 


Whatever Nature, in a genuine dreſs, 


| Preſents to view: yet conſcious of a call 100 


Soon to pourtray, in higher walks of life, 
New ſcenes no leſs congenial to our taſte, - 
We here determine, though with much regret, 
To leave theſe childhood pictures incomplete. 

We boys now feel an impulſe to deſert 106 
Our frock-clad mates, and leaving to their choice, 
Unmeet for ours, how beſt to deck their dolls 
With female gear; rove boldly, at our will, 


Oer the farm yard, and each adjacent field. 


We deem it fit our reader to appriſe 4 42> 0a 
"Tis now, with us, the ſpring time of the year, 
As well as life ; beſt ſuited ſeaſons both 
To yield us much delight, whilſt ev'ry * 
We ſearch for eggs of vary'd hue and ſize ; 
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And haply found, are proud to ſtring them out, 
In long and tap'ring rows, to be diſplayd 
Oer the hall chimney, ftretch'd from wall to wall. 
Our eager eyes ſoon catch the obvious neſts | 

Of chaffinch and of goldfinch ; both alike 
In outward form ; both braided with gray moſs, N | 
Completely 8 and compact; but the firſt 
Moſt neatly lind throughout with hair of cow, 
The other bedded ſoft with thiſtle's down. 
Nor can the curious, ſwarm-like, penſile neft - 
Of little long-tail'd titmouſe "ſcape our view, 
Or fail, when cloſe examin d, to excite 
Our wonder at the vaſt collected ſtore 
of well-mixt choſen feathers, to protect 
From chilling blaſts her eggs, or tender young. 

_ Theſe architects, and all the winged kind, 
Furniſh'd with native ſkill, inſtinctive build 

On diverſe plans ; but each ſpecific breed 

Is ſure to fabeicate its ſeat alike, 
In ſituation, ſubſtance; and in ſhape. _ ; | 


iJ 
115 


120 
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130 


M.idſt central ſtumps of hedge row, or in buſh, 


Nearly for flight, like a huge bloated toad, | 


14 THE LIFE OP HUBERT. 
Not fatisfy'd to gain ſuch eaſy ſpoils, 
Nor yet content, with deeply prying ſearch, 


Thick ſet with thorny ſcreenings, to detect 
The lonely reſidence of cautious thruſh, 
Or cunning blackbird ; but much lower ftill, 140 


Een on the ground, midſt furze and tangled brakes, 
With rival zeal, ambitiouſly we ftrive 


To gain the meed of honorary pence, 
Which our good mother's bounty had engag'd 
To grant to him that firſt, with lucky glance, 145 
Should ſpy the ſtolen neſt of guinea fowl, 
Turkey, or pea hen; who, by nature wild, 
Domeſticate but ill, however tame. 
But what at once our wonder and our joy 
Excited moſt, we had the lucky chance 150 
To find that rare-diſcover'd prodigy, 
Whoſe birth and nurture from th eftabliſh'd laws 
Of Nature deviate moſt ;- a cuckoo fledg'd 


HR LIFE or HUBERT. 
High mis d above the narrow-circled neſt 
Of ſmall hedge ſparrow ; curious ſubject, fit 
To try their kill, who ſtudy to diſplay 
The final purpoſes of Providence, 
In all the various inſtinQs that conſpire 
Still to ſecure each animated breed 


In ſultry deſert, cover'd o'er with ſand, 
The careleſs oftrich leaves ; the only bird 
Without the aid of incubation rais d: 
While thoſe alone of cuckoo are matur'd 
By vital warmth and brooding not her own, 

Say, ye ſagacious theoriſts, what made 
The pregnant mother truſt, with confidence, 
Her embrio progeny to foſter dam, 


' Unknowing, and unknown? Say how ſhe learnt, | 


When wanted, ſtill to find a ſeparate neſt, 
And guardian fit, for ev'ry fingle egg ? 
By Reaſon's aid theſe myſteries to ſolve 

Te ſpeculate in vain, and only prove 


155 


771 
Of ev ry kind. Her hard- hell d ſpeckled eggs, 
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Your ignorance profound. Say what could prompt 


The builder of the neſt, when firſt ſhe ſpy'd 
The ftrange depoſit of an egg ſo large, 
And ſo unlike her own ; her own, at once, 


As odious to reject; or, unobſerv'd, 


If ſome unluckily ſhould chip their ſhell . 


In eruel ſort to kill, and ſpurn away 

Her natural youn; g on purpoſe to attend 

With more aſſiduous care nnd blandiſhment 
Her fond adopted charge ? Still more convinc'd 


Of proud preſumptuous ignorance, forbear 


Your vain attempts, and own that modeſt ſenſe | | 


Alone can guide you to an equal cauſe ; 


The ſovereign cauſe of all; that God Himſelf 
Theſe means inſcrutable and ſtrange ordain'd, 


'As fitted beſt, or needful, to preſerve 


The cuckoo race, whoſe loſs might ſtrike a link 

From Nature's chil; and diſconnect the whole. 
Loath yet to quit a theme that claims reſearch 

From Nature's prying ſtudent, we proceed 


180 


185 
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1 riſque conjaliges on fir in lie ee 
By few and nice obſervers only known. 
"Tis worthy note, the cuckoo fill is found | 
Jo hover near the ſpot where ſhe hath laid 

A neſtled egg ; which ſeems to indicate 
2 purpoſe to expreſs maternal care, 
Howe'er ſuch purpoſe may its end effect. 
Perhaps her preſence only can ſecure _ 
Allegiance firm from her entruſted ſlaves. 


| Hence when difturb'd by fear, or urg'd by choice, 


She chance to wing her flight from tree to tree, 
A train of little birds, in cloſe purſuit, | 
Attends her fill ; ; 'once deem'd a teaſing ſet 
Of ſpiteful foes, like thoſe that perſecute 
The poor bewilder'd owl, when driven forth 
From haunt of ivy buſh, or wks obſcure, 
'Midft the full blaze of | day ; but now ſuppos'd 
An homage-paying troop, the mates of thoſe 
Who ſtay behind, on duty, in their neſts, 

Both foro d to yield fubmiſſion to the charm 
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Of inftin& ſtrange. Hence too we may obſerve, 215 
From full-fledg'd ſeaſon of ſpring-paſlage birds, 

Till late in autumn, when they all prepare 
To migrate hence, one little friend alone 

Inceſſantly her cloſe attendance pays 

On one ſelected cuckoo ; that, no doubt, 220 
Which ſhe herſelf had rear'd ; and ſtill on whom, 

With anxious care, as needful, ſhe perſiſts 

To offer all her aids to feed and guard ; 

Attach'd at once by habit, and by ties | 

More permanent and ſtrong than nature form'd 2256 
To bind her een to offspring of her own. | 

But eager ſtill for 1 freſh purſuits, 
With daring licence ſoon we rove from home, 
| Tempted to viſit the far-diſtant ſcenes 
Of Milbourne Wood. Here firſt our roving eyes, 290 
With pleaſure, note the frequent crofling rides, 

In narrow viſtas, with much judgment cut, 

To give the quickeſt paſſage ſtraight and ſure 

To hunter keen, when diſtant tally-hoes 


THE LIFE OF HUBERT, 19 
Re-echo loudly on his gladden'd ear; 235 
Sure ſignal that the long-unkennel'd fox, 
In ſpite of doubling ſhifts through all his haunts 
Moſt ſecret, to prevent the cloſe purſuit : 
Of eager hounds, in full tremendous cry, 
Is forc'd to break the covert. We advance 240 
By ſlow degrees, the better to beſtow 
Attention due to each wild ſcene and ſound, 
The blue expanſe of hyacinthine bloom, 
Midſt whoſe ſweet pendent bells, on crouding ftalks, 
The wild anemone can ſcarce find room 2 45 
To rear, in white array, its mingled flow'rs, « 
Attracts our gaze. More ſtill are we amus d 
To ſee the frequent nimble rabbit ſeud 
Acroſs our path : and mark the mingled ſigns | 
Of caution, and of courage, in the hare, 2:0 
Who, popping from the thicket juſt before us, 5 
Halts as we halt; — and ſtroking firſt her face 
| With dewy paws, uprais'd on hinder legs 
_ Awhile ſhe ſtands, one lift ning ear ere, 
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As ſingly beſt to catch the lighteſt ſound.. | 255 
Then dropping prone, ſhe ſtamps, with doubtful heels, 
Repeatedly, and loud, againſt the ground: 
And as of perfect ſafety hence aſſur d, 
Calmly begins to crop the way-ſide graſs. 
But the leaſt crackling from dry brittle ſprigs, 26 
That lightly ſtrew the ground where'er we tread, 
Her nibbling checks, and ſcares her quick from fight. 
We linger ftill, to lift the various ſounds, 
Which, waken'd by the love-inſpiring warmth ' 
Of ether's genial breath, diffuſive ſpread | 265 
Through ev'ry quarter of the beading woods, 

And, hark ! we hear the ſlow-repeated note 
Of cuckoo, never failing to recal 
Delightful thoughts, ſince firſt, on May-day eve, 
Wafted by vernal breeze, it caught our ear; 270 
And made us loiter long at ew 'ry ſtile, 
That croſs d our meadow pathway ; whilſt around 
In freſheſt bloom, and youthful verdure clad, 
All nature ſmil'd, And now, from diff rent e 
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Ring out at once, of loud magpie and jay | 2 
The chatt ring courtſhip, and more ene love 

Of woodpecker, that knocks, with hamm 'ring bill, 

The timber tree; detecting, by the ſound, 

Where latent grubs their cavern'd paſlage eat. 

In: ſearch of theſe, on ſharp tenacious claws, 8 280 
Suſpended ſure as ay that rambles light 


— 


O'er caſement pane, he nimbly roves around 

The ſmooth-bark'd gloſſy trunk of ſpreading beech. 

Nor heedleſs do we hear the crowing voice 8 

Of mated pheaſant ; the protracted 0. 4 285 

From ivy-mantled lodge, with berries fraught, 

Of wild wood pigeon, faithful as-the tame ; 

And tender cooings of the turtle dove, 

Emblem of all that's ſacred, pure, and true. EE 
But theſe neglecting, we, with moſt delight, 290 

And fixt attention, liſten to the firains 

Of nightingales, ſecreted from our view 

By verdant leafy ſcreens, however near z 

E'en when the car alone can aſcertain 
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Their local ſite exact: there undiſturb d, 

With ſeeming rival conteſt, they exert 

Their vocal pow'rs ; now ſwelling wild their notes, 

In thrilling rapture, then, by ſweet degrees, 

still ſinking lower with their jug, jug, jug, 

Jo ſofteſt dying cadence ſcarce perceiv'd ; 

Shorten'd by many a pauſe—as ſtudious till, 

| By the moſt ſtriking changes, to diſplay 

The endleſs compaſs of their warbling throats. b 
Though in a place moſt fit for ſuch purſuits 

We look not on the high wind-waving boughs, 

Nor ſteady baſe, where moſs- grown forked arms 

Concentral meet of antient ſpreading oaks, 

For neſts of kites, hawks, ravens, or of crows, 

Beyond our reach. "Tis now our chief deſign 

To ſearch for hidden nefts deep under ground, 

Where delving rabbits lodge their burrow'd young. 


Nor come we unprepar'd with pevious rules, 
That teach the {kill to gain moſt ſure ſucceſs, 
When near a hole clos'd up we fee the earth 
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Look freſh, as lately ſtirr'd, and ſmoothly left, 
In purſe-like form, with eager fingers quick 


We dig, in full aſſurance there to find 
A new-furr'd neſt unfiniſh'd, or replete 


With naked younglings : we, with cautious ſkill, 


All things examin'd, try to leave them all, 
As ne er diſturb d; in hopes, ſome future day, 
To find a brood matur'd for capture fit. 

Tf ſcatter'd dung, late button'd, ſhall appear 
Before a breeding burrow, with ſlight marks 
Of little frequent footſteps, we ne'er fail 
Rightly to augurate that ſnug within 
A tribe of fine-ſiz'd runners will be found, 
Unleſs, familiariz'd to rove abroad, 

They have for ever left their native home. 

Sometimes the chamber d adits may extend 
Too long, or winding, for our arms to reach 
The bottom of their earths: in ſuch a caſe, | 

With pointed ſtake we readily dig down 

The vaulted earthen roof, to terminate 
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Our anxious ſearch. But ſhould the luckleſs ſpread | 
'Of roots immoveable prevent the uſe | 
Of this expedient, we can ſtill contrive 

To gain our end. A bramble ſhoot we cut, 
Pliant and long, arm'd round with ſharpeſt hooks ; 
This, with a handle ſmooth'd, we introduce, 

And grope adinittance to the diſtant neſt, 

Felt, through the branch, as at our fingers ends. 
We then with careful, flow, but frequent twiſt, 

| Moſt firmly complicate the bedded maſs 

| *Pwixt the tenacious thorns, und cifteri drag 
Both that and all its pretty live contents 

Safely to light. And now, at length, content 
With ample booty, and fatigu'd with toil, 

We homeward bend our ſad reluctant courſe, 

With ling ring ſtep, and. apprehenſions juſt 

Of finding no reception we ſhould like. 

But ſmall was-our much-dreaded puniſhment 
For joys ſo great ; repeated queſtions quick 7 

About our abſence, much too quick to gain | 
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Immediate anſwer, or confeſſion 3 | 355 

That conſcious guilt would make; harſh reprimands ; 

With menaces ſevere, ſhould we again 

Dare like offence; an angry collar-ſhake ; 
A ſmart-ſlapp'd cheek ; and mandate to 8 | 

| Immediately, and ſupperleſs, to bed. 360 
Our tearful eyes their ſluices quickly ſtop, 

And cloſe in ſleep profound, without the aid 

Of poppy-zuice oblivious : though perhaps 

Nor that, nor any ſenſe-obtunding drug, 

In doſe not hazardous, would now prevent g65 

The reſtleſs fit of night-invading pains, | 

Or thoſe habitual vigils moſt intenſe, 1 

Produc'd by ceaſeleſs trains of active thought, | 

The more obtruſive ſtill, the more we try | ; 

Its energies, ill- ſeaſon'd, to evade. 370 
The time allow'd for ſleep at length elaps'd, | 

We, quite refreſh'd, awake at uſual hour, 

Greeted with uſual ſounds. The ſwallow's wing 

In chimney tunnel flutt'ring up and down, - 


* 


26 THE LIFE OF HUBERT. 
And frequent twitt'rings ſweet, as bit by bit 375 
She plaſters buſily, with trowel bill, I 
The rough-caſt layers of her mud-wall cell. 
The cloſe-group'd pigeons, on the ſunny tiles, 
Scrambling in languid luxury to baſk ; 
Or roving to and fro on flapping plumes, | 380 
In reſtleſs ardour to complete their loves : 
Whilſt, aided by our fancy's eye, we ſee 
Each ſtrutting Tom, with noddling head erect, 
Inflated crop, and gloſſy neck, that darts, 
At ev'ry turn, a change of rainbow dies, 385 
Of as we hear him cooing to his mate. 
The early mower of the dewy lawn, 
With ſandy ſtone of grating texture rough, 
Whetting his ſcythe in ſhrill alternate twangs. c 
The lulling ſtroke, at true- tim'd intervals, 990 
Of thraſher's flail, now ſounding dead on ſtraw, 
And now ſharp echo'd from elaſtic floor 
Of planched barn : a tell-tale taſk, moſt ſure, 
If long remitted, to his maſter's ear | 
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The idle day-work lab rer to betray. | 395 
The rumbling roll of heavy waggon wheels | 
Oer the rough pitching of the flinty yard; 
With jingling bells from the head-tofling team, 
And frequent crack reſounding from the laſh 
Of carter's whip. Juft riſen from her neſt, 400 
The joyous cackling hen, from burden free 
Of freth-deliver'd egg. The bellowing cow 
For calf pent up; bemoaning, in return, 
Her cruel lot, at once of freedom robb'd, 
And nat'ral bev'rage of a mother's milk. 405 
The joſtling herd of greedy grunting ſows, 
And eager ſqueaking pigs, when dairy-maid, 
Her cheeſe curd preſs'd, from loaded bucket pours 
A copious tide of whey into their trough ; 


To their impure, voracious appetites, 410 
Moſt fav'ry ſtill, though ſnouts with mud begrim'd, — 


And dung- lad feet, plunge in at once to taint, 


With compound filth, the ſweetneſs of their meſs. 
- The turkey-cock's loud hoggle-goggling throat, 


8 
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When, "midſt his mates, he rears his fan-tail plumes, 415 

Drops low his arched wings, in ſtately ſweep, 

To flirt their pinion quills againſt the ground. 

The hiflings fierce, the hoarſe defying ſcreams 

Of gander, truſting in his potent wing, 

When hogs, or dogs, or-men, approach too near 420. 

His fav'rite gooſe, and yellow goſling train : 

And then the camel gabbling, twattling bills 

Of old and young cloſe met, with out-ſtretch'd necks, 

Jo greet each other on their ſafe eſcape. 

At greater diſtance, though not * remote, 425 

The ſoften'd ceaſeleſs lapſe of rough caſcade 

Oer the ſhut ſluices of the deep canal, 

Well ſtor d with carp and tench : while, near its banks, 

From neſts cloſe-cluſt' ring on the topmoſt boughs 

Of antient grove, or ſcatter'd wide on wing, | 430 

The long-eſtabliſh'd colony of rooks 

Their num'rous, ceaſeleſs, vary d cawings blend. 
Delightful muſic this to Nature's child, 

E'en when it ficikes the outward ſenſe alone; | 
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And, in its full effect, ſuperior far 
To artificial concert, that conſiſts 
Of inſtruments contriv'd, by wind and ſtring, 
To breathe and vibrate the moſt dulcet notes, 


— 


The organ, hautboy, Wee the cambrian harp, 
| Baſs-viol „ harpſichord, and violin. 
On all occaſions, theſe may charm the ear, 
And ſtrike mechanic thrillings through the n; 
But us d with beſt intent, ſcarce ever leave 
Oi laſting good impreſſion on his heart. 
But rural ſounds, and ſcenes to them ally'd 
By ths ideal, will at once preſent 
Rich images, with unabating gout, 
To feed the ile: ; and each riper FEY 
With ſerious thought imbu 'd, much proof afford 
Clear and conſoling, far as we can trace 
The great Creator's works, that all alike 
A govern'd and preſerv'd by perfect laws. 
From ſenſe-perceptive objects when the mind 
Is moſt detach'd, Mem'ry and Hope become 
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Her chief purveyors; of whoſe aid deprivd, 4535 
158 and vacant ſhe might long remain, 

Unleſs, from inward ſource, ſhe could procure 

A fund of abſtract thought: but theſe may ſtill 

Their conſtant friendly agency employ, 

By means quite contrary, or to foreſtal, : «4 
Or bring back home, the requiſite ſupplies. 

Hope, who delights fair flatt'ring forms to feign, 

And ſooth with fairy promiſes of bliſs, 

Ne'er fails her office amply to diſcharge : 

Nor Memory but when, with dread diſmay, 465 
From ſome foul deed ſhe labours to avert 

Her retroſpective glance, though oft in vain. 

But here her purpos'd miſſion to explore, 

And mark, midſt native ſcenes, the firſt-· trod paths 

Of youth and innocence, is ſure to yield 470 
Supreme delight; and with the guiding clue 
Of images aſſociate, which unfold, 

In gradual fuccefſon, ſtep by ſtep, 

Each ſpreading trace of each diſtinct event, 
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Bring diſtant periods, wrapt ere while in clouds, 


| To clear review; and make us ſeem to live 
Our doubly-happy minutes o'er again. 

Thus when the human functions ſeem extinct 
From caſual ſuſpenſion of their pow'r, 
The latent vital ſpark to action rous d 


By timely ſtimulants, begins to ſpread 


Till it reſuſcitate the heart and lungs, 

And give the new-rais'd man a ſecond life. 
| Here ends our vernal courſe, with proſpect fair 
That fertile ſummer will afford a ſtore 
Of rich poetic fruits for Fancy's choice. 
"A too we muſt requeſt, in modeſt form, 
The learned Critic not to turn away, 
With look faſtidious, from our humble ſtrains, 
| Becauſe we ſtill forbear to introduce 
- Thoſe wonted deities, by poets feiga'd 
From mythologic lore, to grace their verſe. 
True beauty ne'er can aſk, or need the aid 


Its quick'ning influence through each nerve and vein, 
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Of falſe alluring arts - we copies take | 495 
Only from Nature's archetypes, in which | 
All meretricious paint would but diſgrace 

Their pure and genuine charms ; nor chuſe to/crowd 

So thick our metaphors, fit only to illume 

Some thought obſcure, till they themſelves kgs 500 
A dark impenetrable maſk, to hide 

All meaning from the moſt ſagacious ſight. 

Hence doth it oft betide Pindaric bard, 

Who aims, in flight ſublime, to reach the ftars ; 

That he, unwittingly, himſelf involves 505 | 


In ſuch dark clouds as totally -onceal 
His ſoaring progreſs . We, not vain enough 


For arduous rivalſhip, and much too proud 


* Though the Author thinks his cenſure on the want of a 


, lucid train of ideas, in many of our modern poems, eſpecially 


thoſe which paſs under the title of lyric, is well founded; and 
that obſcurity, in every ſpecies of compoſition, is always an 
unpardonable fault; yet he does not mean to deny that the Ode 
ought to be raiſed and dignified by the utmoſt ſublimity of 
thought and energy of expreſſion. But nothing of this cha- 
rafter is to be found in an enigmatical rhapſody, Mere de- 
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For ſervile imitation, wiſh to ſhun 
Each gaily crowded walk through lawns and groves, 310 
Where modern arbiters of taſte contend 
Who beſt, 'twixt Nature rude and Art refin'd, 
Can hit the happy medium to effect ; 
The perfect pictureſque. Let others aim, 
As painters, or as poets, to ſurpaſs 515 
What ableſt hands have oft deſcrib'd before 
In highly-finiſh'd ſtyle ; enough for us, 
That we o'er Nature's common freely ſearch 
For rare ſequeſter d ſpots, untrodden yet 
By any previous ſtep, and there collect | 520 
A poly of wild flow'rets, fimply mark'd, 
But undeſcrib'd, freſh glean'd, and all our own, 


| ſcription indeed, of which this Poem chiefly conſiſts, muſt, 
from its very nature, be entirely confined to the real appearance 
of its object, and is incapable of admitting much embelliſh- 
ment either from novel ſentiment or fanciful alluſion. As 
many of the ſubjects in this firſt book are ſimilar to thoſe which 
Teniers choſe for the diſplay of his talents, the Author has 
endeavoured, by a minute accuracy in his repreſentations, to 
imitate the cloſe fidelity of that painter. 
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| We need not bluſh, in that we fondly dwell 


On artleſs playful themes, by early joy 


- 


- So much endear d. What thus pure Nature prompts, 525 


She beſt can vindicate; and though to minds 
Of graver caſt as trifles they may ſeem, 
Yet ev'ry bard, for genius moſt renown'd, 

In ev'ry age, with leſs authentic force, | 

His ſuffrage will unite to plead our cauſe. 


Twere endleſs modern die here to name, 


Who, or in Engliſh, or in Roman verſe, 


Moſt happily deſcriptive, ſmooth, and chaſte, 


At once have dignify'd the pettieſt themes, 


And much increas'd their own eftabliſh'd fame. 


To crown and cloſe this argument, we add 
228 great exemplars, equal to them all. 
The Mantuan Epic Bard, who ſtill excites, | 
By his moſt juſt, correct, word-painting art, 
Our warmeſt aſpiration, deign'd to ſing 
Of insect gnats, with credit unimpair'd. 


* And Homer's ſelf, our father, and our prince, 
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With majeſty ſecure, could celebrate, 
In verſe that match'd his Iliad ftrains ſublime, 
Dire war 'twixt hero chiefs of frogs and mice, 


. * 
END OF THE FIRST BOOK, 
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A FAMILIAR EPISTLE, 


"THOUGH I but rarely chuſe to write, 

And, in this way, diſlike it quite 

Yet, as a letter is expeCted, 

Perhaps you'll think yourſelf neglected, 

Should I much longer fail to ſhow you | 5 
I don't forget the debt I owe you. 

And as it now ſeem'd highly fitting 

To fix on ſomething worth tranſmitting, 

I thought I'd write a little metre, 

And try with Clio to grow greater, EE 
Topics for proſe exhauſt invention, 

But rhyme ſuits all that one can mention. 

We poets write, juſt at our pleaſure, 

Whate'er wo chuſe, and in what meaſure ; 
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Satires, or odes, truths, or romances, 
In forms that hit beſt our own fancies. 
| All things alike are at our option, 
As we're diſpos'd to make adoption. 
How many ſubjects ſtill befriend us, 
That never yet were known at Pindus? 


No matter what the muſe engages, 
Enough that ſomething fills the pages „ 
For verſe is verſe, let it conſiſt 
Of cocks and bulls, or what it wift, 
Nor is this all the aid decreed 'em, 


Bards write with fo as well as freedom. 
Pen but a verſs, and mind the end on't, 
You'll get another ſtraight depend on't. 
Begin a third, you'll ſcarce have time 
To cloſe it ere you find a rhyme. 

And with that eaſe you ſcribble four, 

If you think fit, you may fourſcore ; 

As I ſhall now, I make no doubt, 

If neither will nor pen give out, 
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And Phœbus now a warmth infuſes, 
One needs muſt feel L whate'er one chuſes, 
He now, when Nature's all a ſpringing, 
Sets bards, as well as birds, a ſinging. 
His ray, that opes the buds and flow'rs, 
Makes wit unfold its dormant ww, 40 
When fields are. green, and cowſlips gloſs em, 
The fancy too begins to bloſſom. 

And ſoon as fountains ſpout their treaſures, 

Each poet quick lets flow his meaſures, | 
But ſome ne'er mind the ſeaſon fit, 45 


Like fprings that never intermit: 

And as with plenty they abound, 

They pour it out the whole year round : 

Eager to vent whate'er they've got, 

Whether the ſtream run clear or not: 8 

And thus, ſtead giving recreation, 

Cauſe us to dread an inundation : „ 
At once 100 muddy to be charming, | | | 9 


And by their torrents quite alarming. 
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But I, who boaſt no great profuſion, 
Still wait for critical effuſion. 

Scarce once a year my vein diſtils, 
And only then in ſparing rills. 
With frugal care, as tis no more, 5 
T huſband well iy little ſtore, 60 
Checking its current till I know 
The ſtream will clear, and 2 flow; 
Nor vainly pump, when almoſt dry, 
Content with Nature's free ſupply. 

But not ſpoil, by much commending, 66 
The rich Aonian draught I'm ſending | 
To one, with taſte of ſo much fineſſe, 
And nies to requite the kindneſs : 
I'll now reſume my firſt poſition, 
About the eaſe of compoſition, e 
And prove more plain, if you'll be heedful, | 
That for good verſe no pains are needful. 

Some folks indeed, of ſmall diſcerning, 
Talk of the helps of {kill and learning, P 
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And think no poem ean be taking, i 
Unleſs it coft mach time in making : 
With care projecting ev'ry part, 
By critic rules of needleſs art : 
Planning, like builders of a ſeat, 
A ſcheme to make the whole complete: 
As if the parts would fall aſunder, 
Without ſome good foundation under. 
And then, for ornaments, they muſter, 
Of fine materials, ſuch a cluſter ; 


Tropes upon tropes, beyond all number, | 


Vaſt heaps of bright poetic lumber ; | 
When ready Nature, ſtill at hand, 
Might help to all they could demand : 
Her breezes, ſhades, and water's fall, 
Her ev'ry ſtore within their call. 

Not ſo with me: but when I enter 
On ſuch a work, 'tis at a venture. 
I ne'er before conſult, at leiſure, 
How to conduct the artleſs meaſure : 
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No thoughts about th exordium ſpend, 1-8 


IT chance a metaphor occur, 


S0 I Parnaſſus rove about, 
To pick its beſt productions out; 


From Homer's brow now glean a ſample, 
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Nor, till I come to it, know the end. 
But-in the progreſs, as expedient, 
Now mix in this, now that ingredient, 


To give it place I ne er demur; - 100 
Since gaudy paint, diſpers'd in patches, 

Attracts the eye, and notice catches; 

Or if, as now, tis rightly fitted, | 

A ſimile may be admitted. 

For, like a bee, that loves to wander, 08 


On flippant wing, now here, now yonder, | 


: Tries ev'ry flow'r, in ev'ry field, 


Sipping the choiceſt ſweets they yield; 
By various mixtures ſtill officious, 


To make her honey more delicious ; 110 


From Virgil's then a ſtore more ample ; 


* 
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From Ovid juſt ſele a clipping ; 
From Horace pluck a glorious ſtripping. 
Nor cull I only garlands wore 
By thoſe who gather'd them of yore; 
But pick, with freedom, as I rove, 
Some living ſprigs from ev'ry 8 
Hence, in this chaplet, tis you find 
Such plenty and ſuch clicks combin'd. 
Whereas, had I but one ſelected, 
And ev'ry other wreath neglected, 
Or on the mountain above hinted 
To one poetic walk been ſtinted, 
This preſent then, ſhould I then ſend it, 
Would little have to recommend it. 
But from the antients though I rifle 
What is to then indeed is 
Yet too much charity I boaſt 
Jo pilfer at the moderns' coſt, 


Where folks abound, it were a wonder 


If they ſhould miſs a little plunder : 
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But from the poor one ſhould forbe: 15 
To ſteal what they fo ill can ſpare, 
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Vet ſome ne er aim at ſtriking out, 
On recent ground, a pathleſs rout; 
But meanly dread one ſtep to budge 
Beyond the track where others trudge. | 140 
Neglecting truth, and that old tribe, 
Who N e's real looks deſcribe ; G 
They, like a ſet of apiſh creatures, 
Still copy out each other's features. 
| Flad one of theſe, who know no better, 145 
Sent you, as I do now, a letter, | 9 2 
Twould all conſiſt of fact narration, 
Or rules profound for reformation. 
And why ? becauſe by cuſtom's laws, 
Which I regard no more than raws, - 16080 
Such practice, howſoe'er reſtrictive, 
Is now, forſooth, become preſcriptive, 
Should he prefer the lecture ſcheme, 
Advice would be his only theme. (0:4 


— 
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You'd have directions, in each line, 
Something to chuſe, or to decline, 
You'd know, for inſtance, in a trice, 
That virtue's better far than vice ; _ 
That envious fools, who always fret 
At others joys, no joy can get; 
That miſers, who, great wealth in ftore, 
Dare nothing ſpend, in fact are poor; 
How prodigals, by their ſad end, 
The heedleſs warn, the wiſe commend ; 
How men, made odious by their pride, 
With gen'ral ſcorn are mortify'd ; 
Why they, who faults delight to find 
In others, to their own are blind ; 
How he, that in true friends confides, 
Can never want ſafe guards and guides; 
Why ſycophants, when once detected, 
With juſt diſdain ſhould be rejected; 
Why harden'd hearts can never know 
The bliſs that's felt by aiding woe 3 
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How all, that ſeek a gen'rous end, 
Find the beſt gain in what they ſpend ; 
How Fear yields tamely to diſaſters, . 
Which Courage ſtruggles with, and maſters ; 
That calm Content, beyond all meaſure, . | 
Exceeds, with Diſcontent, much treaſure ; 
Hlow men are happier, ſev ral ways, 
When Reaſon than when Paſſion ſways ; 
Why folks, at eaſe, have more enjoyment, 
Than when perplex's with much employment ; 
Why leſs compos'd, midſt city ſtrife, 
Than tranquil ſcenes of rural life: 
With many ſuch wiſe maxims more, 
| That have been hackney'd o'er and vie, 12 
To prove that evil is no bleſſing, | 
And what is good is worth poſſeſſing. 
But if leſs ſerious be his vein, 
And he adopt the journal ftrain, 
You'd know what he each day hath "RAR 
From riſing to the ſetting ſun. 
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With punctual care it would be noted 13 
How ew ry hour has been devoted ; 
What time is paſs'd in drefling, walking, 
In eating, drinking, ſleeping, talking ; 
Where he of late has viſits paid, 
With all that there was done or faid ; 200 
How the fine miſſes were attir d, 
And which he leaſt or moſt admir'd ; 
Who were beſt moulded by the graces, 
And who had got the prettieſt faces; 
How ſome, like prudes, would ſcarce look at ye, 205 
While others were quite free and chatty ; * 
And how the flirts would oft be miſſing, : 
On romping purpoſe, or for kifling : 
With much beſides, no leſs diverting, | 
- Which you ſhould have, if worth inſerting, 210 
But that ſuch rules for writing letters, 
Inſtead of guides, are only ſetters, 

You've had, no doubt, ſufficient token 

In my ſucceſs, where they are broken; | 


48 A FAMILIAR EPISTLE; 


And that to ſome, nor art, nor pains, 
Are needful to compoſe good ſtrains, 
Has now, I truſt, to your conviction, 


Been prov'd beyond all contradiction. 


_ *Tis clear, from what you now peruſe, | 


That I, at leaſt, would neither uſe ; 
And yet, behold | though I forego em, 


You ſee, at length, a r1ix1s8n'p Poem. 
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35 
AN EPISTLE ON HAPPINESS, 


THE FIRST OF AN INTENDED SERIES, 


RIGHTLY the art of happineſs to learn, 
Ie, as it ſhould be ſtill, man's chief concern; 

Nor deem the blefling hard to fix and gain, 1 
| Becauſe ſo oft defin'd, and ſought in vin. Wo 
If, in our cup, life's cordial to complete, 3 ; 1 

Of choice ingredients many kinds muſt meet, 1 

No wonder they, though ſtyl d the learned tribe, 

Should diſagree, who only one preſcribe ; 

Nor ftrange, if fortune prove to them unkind, ; 

Who do not know the bliſs they try to find, © 10 
But with'too ample, or too quick a view, 
Still overlook, or flight what they purſue ; 

Or, 'midf ſucceſs, their-hapleſs fate deplore, 

And when poſſeſs'd of moſt, but ſearch the more, 
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Firſt then, the end more ſurely to obtain, 
Tis fit we try the means to aſcertain ; 
For theſe, by ſhowing all we can acquire, 
Will teach us to ſuppreſs each vain defire : 
Teach us to ſee what nature muſt deny, 
And what, in reaſon, ought to ſatisfy. Wy 


From body, and from mind, muſt ſtill ariſe, 


By ſenſe, or by reflection, all we prize 5 
And ſuch the cloſe connection of theſe parts, 


That each, what either feels, by turns, imparts : 
Like kindred colours, mixing ill their pow'rs, | 


To gild, or caſt in ſhades, life's various hours: 
But theſe, in all men though ſo near ally'd, 
In all are more or leſs diverſify'd ; 

And though the gifts of each in kind agree, 
They never fail to differ in degree. 


Hence with the means, howe'er thoſe means are us'd, 


In various portions bliſs muſt be diffus'd ; 
And hence ſhould each employ peculiar care 
To gain as much as nature meant his ſhare, 
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AN EPISTLE ON HAPPINESS. 51 
- Of worldly bleflings, health we deem the beſt, 35 
As 'tis the chief ſupport of all the reſt ; | 
No leſs eſſential to the joys of ſenſe, 
And ſuch as fortune's bounty can diſpenſe, 
Than this enliv'ning earth to thoſe ſupplies 
Of fruits and flow'rs, which from its nurture riſe. 40 


When health departs, our ſpirits with it fly, = 
All nature 1 and her pleaſures die. 

In vain her various gifts will ſhe diſpenſe, 

In vain preſent her charms to ev'ry sENSR. 

No more her art-corrected ſcenes delight, 45 

No more her wilder views enchant the s1G6HT, Ky 

The loathing TASTE reluQantly receives 

The richeſt flavor that the neck rine gives: — 

Joyleſs the suELL, while we the ſweets inhale | 

Of roſe and jeſs mine in the fragrant gale ; 50 

And deaf our Ears, or heedleG'to the ſound, 

Though birds and ſtreams harmonious warble round. 

But yet, if free from conſcious guilt's diſeaſf,, | 
Whate'er the body bears, the mind's at eaſe, 
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52 AN EPISTLE ON HAPPINESS, 


Some means of comfort, ſpite of outward pains, 55 


Secure within herſelf ſhe ſtill maintains. 
What though the preſent ſcene be clouded o'er, 
And that which once could charm, now charms no more, 
To cheer this gloom, the future and the paſt, | 
From diftant points, united luftre caſt. 60 
Fear to diſpel, to ſooth Affliction's ſtings, 
Her cordial Hope, her balſam Conſcience brings ; 
Religion's wealth abundantly ſupplies 
| Thoſe aids which Nature's poverty denies ; 
Whilſt Patience views the grave with ſmiling eye, 65 
And Faith in Death ſees Immortality : 
But e en to ſenſe, where genial health is found, 
\ * Pleaſures of worth inferior may abound : 

| And he that aught rejects which Heav'n would grant, 


At once muſt gratitude and wiſdom want. 70 


Folly and fin in this are near ally'd, 
For God's reproach'd when Man's diffatisfy'd : 
© By wretchedneſs his merit he deſtroys, 
Deſerving moſt when he the moſt enjoys. 
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Our firſt perceptions from our ſenſes flow, 
And 'tis to theſe our appetites we owe : 
A faithful offspring, ready to ſupply 
Whate'er their parents beſt may gratify ; 
And where preſiding Reaſon acts its part, 
Nor ſenſe nor appetite our bliſs can thwart. 
Theſe to our frame, as well as that, belong, 
And though we err, they deer direct us wrong. | 
Whate'er his nature claims to Man is due ; | 
Conſcience has calls, and ſo has hunger too: 
And God, by whom our int'reft beſt is ſeen, 
| Would one withhold, had either uſeleſs been. 
From frequent change our greateſt pleaſures flow, 
Which mind nor body can alone beſtow. 
The gifts of each, by turns, indulgence need, 
As objects ſtrike, and freſh deſires ſucceed; 


Een thoſe, from whence proceed our greateſt joy, 


Unleſs at times remitted, would but cloy ; 
And were no others to ſupply their place, 
Such want would leave in bliſs a vacant ſpace. 
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by "Eacugh, if when delight and tranſport fail, 95 
Amuſing paſtimes in their room prevail ; 
And he who thinks each trifling hour miſſpent, 
Muſt ſacrifice the more to diſcontent. 

Wide intervals, all greater joys between, 
Leave room for ſmaller ſtill to intervene : 100 
High charg'd with choice ingredients, thus our cup 
Will more and more admit to fill it up. 
Yet minds, of equal ſize, may not poſſeſs, 
With equal outward means, like happineſs : - 
And this' may happen, or from cunt of ſkill 105 
Rightly thoſe means to uſe, or want of will : 
But where no fit capacity is found, 
Sources and ſtores for bliſs in vain abound. 
In ſach a caſe, the man's allotted ſhare 
Can be no more than he was form'd to bear : 110 
And, relatively ſpeaking, though we call 
His happineſs complete, it muſt be ſmall. 
To balance ſtill, what mere defect denies, 
The want of knowing it that want ſupplies, 


Their ſmall delights, with little ſenſe of pain. 


The oyſter ranks not with the elephant. 


Parrots and daws may emulate Man's voice, 


AN EPISTLE ox HAPPINESS, 55 7 


Hence brutes inſtinctively fulfil the plan, Eg 11 5 
By nature mark'd, more ſure than reaſoning man : 
Hence the moſt worthleſs and imperfect gain 


Alike all creatures, wanting Reaſon's guide, | a 
With one fix d law of action are ſupply d; 1 
Yet, in the ſcale of being, ſtill we grant, | 


But Man is fully gifted to maintain 
O'er earth-born brutes his heav'n-appointed reign: 
Aided by virtual pow'rs of ev'ry kind, | 125 
He ſingly more than equals all combin'd ; | 
To his ſole uſe their clothing, firength, and ſpeed, 
Are all ſubſervient made, as he has need, A 
What though, in moſt, improving gifts we trace, 
See moral traits in each more docil race, 130 | 
Yet Reaſon, in its weakeſt,” humbleſt flight, 
Exceeds by far their efforts-utmoſt height. 


Speak words diſtin, though with unmeaning choice: 
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Nay, ſome of throat and ear ſo nice are found, 135 
As een to match the flute in tune and ſound. ' 
Dogs, monkies, horſes, various tricks are taught, 
That ſeem th' effect of much deſign and thought. 
Flog, faſt, and feed well ; there lies all the {kill 
By which the tame and wild are train'd at will. 140 
| The clumſy bear to dance we thus compel, 
Thus make dull ſtubborn pigs pretend to ſpell ; 

And where rewards and puniſhments have force, 


| 
| 


Some ſenſe of right and wrong prevails of courſe, 
But theſe etch imme, wondrous though they are 1 45 
With thine, O Man |! are nothing to compare. 
New arts thy genius gives thee to invent, 
ſ 5 And old improve, for uſe and pleaſure meant ; 
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Rich mines of ſcience deeply to explore, ; 


. Hence taught to quit thy native ſpot, and roam, 

5 "Tis thine to make this world itſelf thy home. 

In thought to viſit other worlds on high, 

And trace, with them, new regions through the ſky, 


And each bright gem illuſtrate more and more. 130 


To t 
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Thine too to fix, while conſcience Ran preſide, 155 
Each moral law, to bind the heart, and guide. 
With ſubtile {kill thy intelle& 3 
Dark abſtract themes for metaphyſic ſtores. 
Thy fancy's rich creative influence ſnow'ers 
Poetic bloſſoms, ſweet as nature's flow' rs. 160 
But thy chief boaſt, on ſeraph wing to ſoar, | 
God's throne by faith attain, with 1 adore. 

And though in talents deem d ſo great and rare, 
A choſen few alone can claim a ſhare : 
Yet as the ſhow'rs of Heav'n promiſcuous fall, 165 
Some happy drops deſcend alike on all, 
Moft common ſprings of bliſs moſt bliſs impart, 
And flow, in equal ſtreams, to ev'ry heart. 
Each trade, each toil, the hand and head employs, 
And each can boaſt its own peculiar joys : 170 
Some ſtated buſineſs, be it great or ſmall, 
Unfailing paſtime ſtill affords to all: 
From the rich merchant on the crowded ſtrand; 
To the ſelf-whiſtling hind that Ploughs the land: 


1 . 


58 uu BPISTLE ON HAPPINESS. 

From him-who at the Treas'ry Board preſides, 175 
To the poor garretteer who Pitt derides. 

The cordial ſweets of love, ſincere and pure, 

Are not more reliſh'd by the rich, than Poor 3 

And nevch:maend likely to become their lot, 

Whom truth untempted ſcreens beneath a cot ; 180 
Than theirs, in whom the town's gay coſtly ſhows 
Prompt looſe defires, and lure to crimes, and woes. 

Life's deareſt bonds of parent, child, and friend, . 


Form d in all ſtates, all ſtates can recommend. | 
But where rank luxury with grandeur vies, 185 
Foul treach'rous arts may break through nature's ties. 


Friendſhip, that ſpice to joy, that balm to grief, 
That rare, but equal bleffing, though the chief, 
With better chance is ſearch'd for in retreat, 


Than, through life's public walks, amongſt the great: 190 


A boſom gem, more like to grace a clown, 
Than him who courts, or him who wears'a crown. 
Hence we may ſee, in God's all-perfe& plan, 


Wiſdom and goodneſs join'd to favor Man: 
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Gifts, varying ſtill, diverſify his praiſe, . 195 
And work the ſame effe&t by diffrent ways. 

Fen' thoſe, the leaft indulg d, enough procure, 

To free from envy, and content ſecure. 

Though of this earth large portions ſome obtain, 

And others none, as human laws ordain; | 200 
Yet Heav'n, whoſe ſun 525 made to riſe and fall 

On all alike, has ſhown 'twas meant for all : 

Nor e'er ſhall God his equal purpoſe miſs, 

Till Man with riches can appropriate bliſs ! 
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THE BEECH TREE: 


AN ALLEGORICAL ODS, 


SERENE-and calm, the morning 1 | 
Had pour'd a cheerful gleam of day 

; Through Philo's inmoſt grove, 
When Damon there, in private, ſought 
With ſome kind muſe to ſhun each thought 


Of inauſpicious love. 


But nature's walks in vain he views, 

In vain art's winding paths purſues, 
Though worthy both of ſong ; 

For here the am'rous boughs embrace, 

And all the charms he there can trace 
To love alone belong. 
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The lofty viſta's ample bent, 


The riſing proſpeR's vaſt extent, 


Aſpiring thoughts ſuggeſt ; 


And though the ſtreams and zephyrs meet | 
Jo cool the arbour's cloſe retreat, 


It but inflames his breaſt ! 


At length, beneath a Bzzcn's ſhade, 


Each ſightlier object to evade, 


In penſive mood he came; 
But there, alas! ſome kindred ſwain 
Had on the bark inſcrib d his pain 
With lovely CEL1A's name! 


Cupid at this, who all the while 


Had watch'd his ſteps with ſecret guile, 
| Preſents: himſelf to fight ; 


And thinking now his conqueſt won, 


The indignant tyrant thus begun 
With inſolent delight. | 


THE BEECH TREE: 


Attempt no more, thou rebel Slave, T: 


A weak and tender heart to ſave 


— 


From mine and Celia's ſway ; - 


For whilſt to me that charming maid gf 


Conſents to lend her pow'rful aid, 
Thou ſhalt my will obey. 


Ceaſe then thy conteſt, and agree 
To pay due homage ſtill to me 

At beauty's ſacred ſhrine ; 
Nor ever from this time preſume 
Thy wonted commerce to reſume 


With any of the FINK. 


Half yielding up dear Freedom's cauſe 


To this uſurper's rigid laws, 
He heſitates aſſent 3 
And caught with Hope's deluſive prize, 
Was half inclin'd to ſacrifice | 


Th' enjoyment of content, 
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When, hark | a ſoft harmonious ſound, 
Through all the grove diffus d around, 
With wond'ring joy he hears: 
And, lo UnaAxrA, quick as thought, 

In a rich garb, by Inis wrought, 
Before him now appears, 

Nor mild nor rigorous her mein, 

But ſuch as ſpoke intent benign, 
Though purpos'd to upbraid ; 

And thus, inclin'd at once t' excite 

Regret, attemper'd with delight, 
Severely kind, ſhe ſaid : 


In Contemplation's bow'r reclin'd, 
Have I ſo often calm'd thy mind 
With ſoothing lays in vain; 
My lyre, in vain, ſo often ſtrung, 
And with each fav'rite poet ſung 
To thee his choiceft ſtrain 2 | 


THE BEECH ir Tun. | 65 


Let not this ſly, infidious cheat, 
With all his wiles, thy heart defeat, 
But vindicate thy choice: | 
With courage own thy trueſt friend, 
Nor fear to ſhow thou dar ſt attend 
To mine, and Reaſon's voice.” 


Reflect on thy paſt happy ſtate, 
And call to mind, ere tis too late, 
How well you once was taught 
To bid defiance to thoſe cates, 
Which now you feel, and ſhun thoſe ſnates, 
In which you now are cltitght, 


From Paſlion's meteor tum thy fight, 
And let calm Reaſon's ſteady light 
Thy footſteps always guide: 
That only roves through Folly's chaſe, 
But this leads Wiſdom to the place 
Where Truth and Peace reſide. 
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At this Urania paus'd, to try 
II Cupid choſe to make reply | 
To aught ſhe had expreſs d: : 
But ere ſuſpenſe left either free, 
The Hamadriad of the tree 
Each party thus addreſs'd : | 


The nymph, indeed, whoſe name I bear 
May well deſerve your rival care, 
But 'tis as mutual friends : 
Your ſev'ral gifts for her combine, 
Nor ere, in ſuch a cauſe, decline 
To ſerve each other's ends. | 


Let her whoſe charms at once can raiſe 

The lover's ſigh, the poet's praiſe, 
Your equal favor find: - _ 

No more each other's vot'ries ſcorn, 

While perfe& grace and worth adorn 
Her perſon and her mind! - 


” as 
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And though you muſt not yet declare 
To whom the fates reſerve the fair, 
This gentle youth direct, 
If to his mind he can't be bleſt, 
From. envy to ſecure his breaſt, 
And bear with cool neglect. 


U 


That face which jealouſy can love, 
That conduct cenſure muſt approve, 


Permit him to admire: 


But, Oh! with ſtrength poſſeſs his ſoul 


Each anxious paſſion to control, 
And check each fond deſire. 


— 
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THE ARBORETT*: 


AN ODE TO LOVE. 


IV cer, propitious Love ! thou didſt inſpire 
Thy vot'ry's ſong, Ol let me now obtain 
A double portion of thy wonted fire, 
To match my paflion with fome equal ſtrain : 
Some dear expreſſive lay impart, 
That ſuits the purpoſe of my heart; 
Sincere and tender let it be, 
To Celia-pleating, nor unworthy Thee. 


* The AzzouR, an Ode to Contentment, and. the GxoTrTo,, 
an Ode to Silence, intended companions for the AxzBozertrT, 
are publiſhed in Dodſley's collections. An Ode to Benevolence, 
addreſſed to the Author's Succeſſor, with the title of the 
Vicaz's HoL Low] TREE, is under contemplation to be inſerted 
in the ſequel to the Life of Hubert. Theſe four favorite Re- 
treats, all of his own deſign, and executed entirely by his own 
hands, he is deſirous to preſerve in remembrance, as long as he 
can, by the teſtimony of his pen; or, in the Poet's language, 
to conſecrate them, individually, by a ſeparate offering from 
his muſe. 
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And well thy friendly aid I may expect, 
For ſtill in all I undertake, 
In all I wiſh for Celia's ſake, | 
Thou doſt my faithful hand, and heart direct. 
Each ſpreading hrub that decks this various bow r, 
For her thou didſt inſtruct me to e 
For her each baum branch was taught to flow'r, 
In kind 8 to its planter's care. 
Nor wilt thou ceaſe my fancy to employ 
With high-wrought ſchemes of pure romantic joy ; 
Then bid it fondly ſhed 
Each precious boon on her deſerving head, | 
That Heav'n's indulgent bounty can beſtow, 
To bleſs a life of virtue here below. 


Let foes to Conftancy unenvy'd range, 

And boaſt the privilege of change ; 

Still let their fickle hearts diſdain 
The ſober comforts of her ſteadfaſt reign : 
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They ne'er ſhall know, 
What endleſs bleſlings flow 
With equal tenor from that faithful ſource 
Whence Truth derives its everlaſting courſe ! 


Let Luft her meaner ſons excite 
To ſteal the groſs unchaſte delight, 
To glory in the guilty flame 
That blaſts the heedleſs virgin's name: 
Their ſouls, indelicate and unrefin'd, 
Such ſordid joys alone were form'd to prove; 
They ne'er ſhall feel the raptures of the mind, 
Or taſte the ſweets of ſentimental love: 
They ftill are doom'd to ſearch for bliſs in vain, 
Who think it plac'd within the reach of ſenſe ; 


Dr fondly hope its bleſſed fruits to gain, 


Without the guide of conſcious innocence. 
Ihe ſoft ſolicitude, the tender care, 
Nay, e'en the tears of virt'ous Love's diſtreſs, | 
Far greater pleaſures yield than they ſhall ſhare, | 
When fluſh'd with all the triumph of ſucceſs. 


. HR ARBORETT, 
But wherefore ſhould my peaceful heart appeal 
| To cares which hapleſs lovers only feel ? 
The tears of Love's diftreſs | ah | whence | 
Should ſuch a foreign thought ariſe ? 
Could cer the quick-diſcerning eye 
| Of prying, apprehenſive Jealouſy 
Diſcover aught might breed the leaſt ſurmiſe 
To break the calm 00 of Confidence? 
Shall cold Suſpicion then invade, 
To blaſt beneath its frozen ſhade, 
That blooming promiſe of the fruits of Love, 
Which Hope, with fond, inceſſant care, 
Hath form'd ſo beautiful and fair, 
And ſmil'd to ſee its cheriſh'd growth improve ? 


No! hence, ye faithleſs thoughts, depart, 
Nor dare to wrong my Celia's heart | 
Our kindred ſouls by nature were ally'd ; 
And to confirm that inbred ſympathy, d 
| Conſenting Love hath well his part ſupply's 
With more endearing motives to agree. 
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Yes, Love hath made one ſacred tie ſecure, -_ - 
Which, ſpite of chance or fate, ſhall ſtill endure ; 
That firm indifloluble tie, which binds 
The mutual fondneſs of congenial-minds.. 


But muſt our wedded hearts alone-unite ? 
Muſt this ſuffice us as our ſole delight? 
Whilſt youthful time the kind occaſion lends, 
Why ſhould we thus one precious hour abuſe? _ 
Whilſt tempting love. his choiceſt gifts extends, 
Why fhould-we thus life's prime delights refuſe ? 
How long muſt this thy ſtrange reſerve prevent 
The vow'd concurrence of our willing hands? 
O! will this virgin baſhfulneſs 
Its timid ſeruples ne er ſuppreſs ? 


Still heſitate to give the ſafe confent ? 
Still dread the ſoftneſs of oonnubial bands ? 
Sweet modeſt Excellence! didſt thou but know 
What wond'rous-joy thoſe yielding charms would give; 
What rich delight thou wilt on him beftow, f 
Who ſhall that treaſure of thyſelf receive; 9 ; 


* : \ 


74 IE THE ARBORETT. 
Such «conſcious worth would ne er ſuſpect, 
That, thus oblig'd, he could neglet 


| His heart-expanding gratitude to prove 
By fond returns of ftill-increafing love. 


Ves, deareſt maid! with pleas inceſſunt care, 
Til watch each fecret motion of thy will: 
Each mild requeſt with quick prevention ſpare, 
: And ere thou hint a wiſh, that with fulfil. 
With thee each love-devoted day, 
On gentle wing, ſhall glide away. 
Whate'er purſuit our thoughts gta 
We both ſhall ſhare an equal joy, 
Our tempers ftill ſhall coincide, 
One channel ſtill our taftes ſhall guide. 
Mean while theſe joys to ſanctify, 
Religion ſhall its aid ſupply : 
So Heav'n its bleſſings will improve, 


And ſmile propitious on our love. 
Thus, hand in hand, as truth the way ſhall lead, 
Through youth, through age, together will be tread : 


N 
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| Content ſhall guard us from each anxious want, 
And peace beftow what fortune cannot grant. 
Thus will we live—and thus our lives ſhall be 
One changeleſs ſcene of rare felicity ! 
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EXCELLENTI IN RE MEDICA ADMIRABILI VIRO 


D. THO, SYDENHAM, M. D. 


O aul capacem nobilis artifex 
Eludis Orcum ; quo tamen ibimus | 
Cuncti, quot humanze parentes 
Et decime tulit ordo lunz : 


Preſens fugacem ſiſtere ſpiritum, 
Preſens maligno tollere de toro 
Mortale corpus, et propinquum 
Exequiis removere morbum : 


Quem nos honorem, quas ſtatuas tibi 
Ponemus, o qui non alium parem. 
| In arte Phœbus, ſe remoto, | 
Aut oriens vidit aut recumbens ? | | , 


80 DR. HANNES' ODE T0 


Quo febris audax cunque movet pedem,. 
Te mater omnis, te lacrymalibis 
Accurrit uxor, ne caducum 


Orba virum pueroſque ploret. 


Seu confluentes forte timet notas 
Decora Virgo, tu faciem eripis 
Periclitantem, protegiſque 


Perniciem Juvenum futuram. 


Atqui odit artes et tua pocula | 
Heres bene, quem ſimul extulit 
Ad ſpem implicatus vel febrili 
Igne pater, vel hydropis unda ; 


by 


Mirè paratam, te medico, ſenex 
Protelat urnam, non ſine gloria 
Phebi tuique, qui fugaſti 
Pollicitum' fibi magna morbum. 
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Sic te ſcientem non faciunt libri, 
Et dogma pulchrum ; ſed ſapientia 
Enata rebus, menſque facti 
Experiens, animuſque felix. 


Non mille plantz, et multa domi vitra, 
Igneſque centum, aut kypotheſia placens, 
Proſunt medenti, vel codfcent 
Szva luis mala, ſæva febris ; 


Ni pectus adfit confilii potens ; 
Ni plena rugis experientia, 
Uſuſque naturam ſecutus 


Quid faceret moneant in aurem. 


Hzec praxis olim grande decus facra 
Adduxit arti ; fic veterum ſtetit 
Secura fama ; fic preivit 
Hippocrates meruitque cœlum. 
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At non eadem ſorte pari viam 
Preſſit Galenus; non Arabes virum 
Aqusè ſecuti, non falerna 
Uſque madens Paracelſus uvi. *+ 


| Primus relictæ tu genium aſſeris 


Fidemque norme : en diva tibi ſalus 


Applaudit et ridens juventus, 
Vitaque non metuens ſepulchri, 


Ex quo vagantem ſcripta manu tua 


Correxit orbem pagina nobilis ; 


Longum illa morboſis, tibique | 
Perpetuum patefecit ævum. 


Jam flqua ind, c foquantibus 
Concede votis; nos juvenilium 
Vulgus medentim, nos avara ; 
Qualibet excipiemus aure. 
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Forte et futuro tempore quifoiam | ' 
Poeta, muſis charior, ætheri | 
Te ſidus addet, te ſalubre 
Sidus, et in eriſibus benignum. 


Me deſtinantem talia chymiæ N 


Curæ repoſcunt: me medicus labor 
Et ſpes locatæ non vacare 


Pieriis patiuntur undis. 


ED. HANNES, A. M. 
EX ADE CHRISTI, OXON, ET 


ACCADEM, P. P. CHYMIZ, 
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TRANSLATION OF AN ODE ADDRESSED TO THE ILLUS- 
TRIOUS DR. THOMAS SYDENHAM BY ED. HANNES, OF 
CHRIST-CHURCH, OXFORD, A. M. AND PROFESSOR 


OF CHYMISTRY. 


O THOU ! to whom the bleſſed pow'r 
Indulgent Heav'n in mercy gave, 
T. elude awhile life's fatal hour, 
And diſappoint the greedy grave ; 
Where yet, alas | we all at laſt muſt lie, 
For all of woman born are doom'd to die ; 


Thy potent hand, with ready art, 
The flying ſpirit can arreſt, 
Eaſe to the tortur'd couch impart, 
And calm the weary'd frame to reſt ; - 
The dread alarms of threat ning death deftroy, 
And fill grief-ſtreaming eyes with tears of joy: 


vpn. SYDENHAM. 9 
| With what fit rites ſhall we diſplay 
| The rev'rence due to thy great name, 
What ftatues raiſe, what honours pay; 
For none deſerving equal fame, | 7. | 
(Except himſelf, our patron God of old) 
Riſing, or ſetting, Phoebus can behold ? 


Where fierce diſeaſe, with feveriſh ſtrife, 
To yield to nature's ſtrength denies ; 
Jo thee each anxious loving wife, 
To thee ack tender mother flies, 
Left ſhe a fond and faithful ſpouſe deplore, 
And ſhe careſs a darling ſon no more. 


Or if ſome blooming virgin dread 
Of confluent marks the dire diſgrace, 
Thy 1kill forbids the peſt to ſpread, 
And reſcues her endanger'd face, 
Whoſe heart-enſnaring charms are ſpar d, to prove, 
Oer many a hapleſs youth » the force of love. 
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But the wiſhful ſpendthrift heir, 
Thy ſov'reign draughts beholds with hate, 
Whene'er combin d with age and care, 
Ihbreat' ning his father's ſpeedy fate; 
The dropſy cold, or gout's inflaming ſmart, 
Dilates with ſecret hope his flutt'ring heart : 
For then at Death's approaching hour 
Thy ſage preſcriptions intervene, 
And with a wonder-working pow'r, 
Aided by Phoebus, change the ſcene ; 
Both ſharing thus the glory to deſtroy 
The promis'd tranſports of a graceleſs boy. 


No books ſuch knowledge can impart, 
No ſyſtematic rules ſuffice | 
To teach the health-reſtoring art ; 
But lights, from incidents that riſe, 
And happy readineſs of thought, that finds 
What's hid from all but quick diſcerning minds. 


DR. SYDENHAM, 


Not all the 6 our ſhops can boaſt, 
Drugs, plants, of ev'ry ſoil and clime ; 
Not all th' hermetic toil and coſt 
A thouſand med'cines to ſublime ; 
Nor all our ſpecious theories can quell 
The fever's rage, or putrid taint expel ; 


Unleſs ſound j ada of the caſe, 
Unleſs nice penetrating eyes, 
Accuſtom'd long, with care; to trace 
Wiſe Nature's fmaptoens as they riſe, 
Suggeſt the hint her weakneſs to befriend, 
To aid her efforts, and promote her end. 


Such practice once, by reaſon taught, 
To glorious heights our art could raiſe ; 
On this firm baſe the antients ſought 
To build their true and laſting praiſe : 
And thus, Hippocrates, to thee was giv'n, 
Thy juſt reward, to lead the way to Heav'n. 


_ 
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But Galen ne'er, with like ſucceſs, 
Could in this ſacred tract proceed; f 
Nor did th' Arabians forward preſs, 
Howe er expert, with equal ſpeed ; 
Nor Paracelſus , woiſten d well with wine, 
A ſhort-liv'd genius, boaſting long to ſhine. 
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In all its genuine purity, : 
This method, loſt by long neglect, 
| Was firſt reſtor d to light by thee ; 

And lo! with triumph and reſpect, | 
Health, youth, and ſtrength, at once exalt their voice, 
And, Death deſpiſing, in thy praiſe rejoice. 

Since the ſure guidance of thy OR] | 
| Illum'd with Wiſdom's brighteſt ray, 
Hath taught the long-benighted age, 

In Error's maze no more to ſtray ; 

The fick a lengthen'd term of life have gain'd, 
And thou 1 immortal fame obtain'd, 


* He died young, though he boaſted of bis 3 diſcovered 
a oa to enſure longevity. 


OY 
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If any other work complete, 5 
Or fragment looſe thou ſtill retain, 
In pity do not fail to treat 
| Thy needy ſons, a num'rous train 
Of novice doctor, who thy aid implore, 
And eager watch to ſeize the precious lore. 


Perhaps ſome bard, in future days, 
More favor'd by the ſacred Nine, 
Shall, with thy name, exalt his lays, 
And place it midſt the ſtars to ſhine ; 
No baleful face thy emblem ſtar ſhall ſhow, 
But o'er the ſick with * influence glow, 


At ſuch great heights I aim in vain ; 
Official cares my time require ; 
A ſlave of hope, I toil to gain 
| Precarious wealth from chymic fire; 
And while ſome eſſence drop by drop diſtils, 
Can ill attend to catch Pierian rills, 


N ö 


- 
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THEODORI BRZ TINEA : 


AD MUSAS TINES SACRIFICIUM LUDICRUM: 


81 rogat CEREREMQUE LIBERUMQUE | 
- . Vitee ſolicitus ſuæ colonus; | 

Si MavorT1s opem petit crumtus 

Miles, ſolicitus ſux falutis : 

Quidni, Caxtionn, tibi tuiſque _ 

Jure ſacra feram, quibus placere 

Eft unum ſtudium ibi 5 omnibuſque 

Qui vatum numero volunt haberiꝰ 

Vobis ergo ferenda ſacra, Mus x 

Sed que victima grata? que CAM NIS 

Dicata hoſtia } parcite, o Camænæ; 

Nora hae victima, ſed futura vabia 

Suavis, arbitror, admodumque grata. 

Accede, o Tinea; illa quæ pufillo 

Ventrem corpore tam geris voracem : 


— 


8 BEZA'S SACRIFICE or A 


Tene PIERIDUn aggredi miniſtros ? 
5 | rene arrodere tam ſacros labores ? 
Nec factum mihi denega. Ecce furti 
5 Tui exempla, tuæ et voracitatis. 
Penè tu mihi paſſerem CaruLLI, 
Penè tu mihi LESEIAM abſtuliſti. 
Nunc certe meus ille MaRTIALIs 
Ima ad viſcera roſus uſque languet, 
Im) et ipſe Maro, cui pepercit, 
ES, _ CxsGAR fic jubente, flamma, 
| | 9: Læſus dente tuo, ſceleſta, languet. 
N Quid dicam innumeros pens eruditos, 
| . Quorum tu monumenta, tu labores 
| | : | Iſto peſſimo ventre devoriſti ? 
| Prodi, jam tunicam relinque, prodi : 


| | 2. Vah! ut callida ſtringit ipſa ſeſe! 
i | 
1 Ut mortem fimulat ! ſceleſta, prodi, IF t 
| © Bio e e Gedern pets. 1 
| Age, iftum jugulo tuo eruento | If U 


Mucronem excipe, et iſtum et iſtum. Bj Vow 


Morzg TO THE MUSES. 


Vide ut palpitat, ut cruore largo 
Aras polluit hæc profana ſacras. 
At vos, PIERID ES, bonæque Mus, 

Nunc gaudete: jacet fera interempta, 
Tacet ſacrilega illa, que ſolebat 

Sacros P1ERIDUM vorare ſervos : 

Hane vero tunicam, has dico, Camas, 
Vobis exuvias, ut hine tropæum 
PaRNASS0 in medio locetis, et fit 

Hzc inſcriptio : © De ferã interemptã, 

«« Beza dat ſpolia hæc opima Muſis,” 


* 


— 


5 


BEZA'S MOTH: 
4 LUDICROUS SACRIFICE TO THE MUSES, 


IF the countryman, anxious for corn, wine; and rents, 
An offering to CRRES and Baccnuvs preſents ; | 
If the ſoldier, expos'd to battles pernicious, 

Vows a tribute to Mans to make him propitious ; 
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Then why ſhould not I, and whoever elſe cakes 

To be reckon · d a bard, pay due court to the Muſes ? 
CaLtiors's kindneſs to me is ftill ſhown ; 

And her ſiſter's aid too tis my duty to n. 

But this though I'd gladly, and rightly expreſs, 

Yet what victim would ſuit them I'm puzzled to gueſs. 
O! here I have found one, an odd one tis true, 

But I truſt it will prove as grateful, as new. 

Come out, thou vile reptile, thou Moth, hither craw], 
With jaws ſo voracious and body ſo ſmall ! | 
What! and doſt thou thoſe jaws gainſt the Muſes employ ? 
Their ſons facred works doſt thou dare to deſtroy ? | 

© Nay, deny not the fact, ſee theſe proofs thou haſt left 
Of thy grady corratidng;: and tuiquitors theft | 
On CaTuLLvus's Sparrow ſee theſe marks of thy prey, 
And here's the ſweet Leſbia half eaten away. 
My MARTIAL, I yow too, thy teethi have been grinding; 
Ah! quite through and through, both paper and binding. 
And here, do but look | well, I fwear by Apollo, 
Thou haſt imp'ouſly dard divine Mano to ſwallow, 
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Yes, the works which not flames e'en to injure preſum'd, 
When Cæſar forbad it, by thee are conſum d. 


But why ſhould I try, where ſuch witneſſes rey "oh 
Freſh proofs of thy guilt, and my patience, to muſter. 


Too ſufficient are theſe—T'll examine no more, 

Though I fear that theſe ſhelves would yield many a ſcore.” 
Then out, thou vile culprit, thy lurking hole quit. 

How he rolls himſelf up ? Doft refuſe to ſubmit ?' 

O! the art of this 3 ! what fly tricks to feign 

That death he would fon but he ſhams it in vain. 
Out ! out! the fates call thee to meet at this hand 


That vengeance thy crimes, and my anger, demand. 


With this pen I'll have at thee ; tis a ſword fit to pink 


That throat which hath gulp'd ſo much paper and ink. 


There, wretch ſacrilegious, take thou that ſtab, and that: 
Do but mark his pierc'd heart; mark its laſt pit- a- pat. 


See, with gore all polluted, the victim hath ſmear d 


This your altar ſo ſacred, ſo pure, and rever'd ! 
But your ſoe is ſubdu d: O 2 Muſes rejoice, 
N in ſongs full of triumph, I} Join my glad voice, 


— — — 
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The fell beaſt is demoliſh'd ; no more ſhall he gnaw 

The works of your fav'rites to glut his vile maw. | 

And this trunk which remains, with its thick mailed coat, 
To you, with fit rites, I intend to devote. | 
On the top of 2 let the trophy be put, 

And with this motto on it indelibly cut: 

« By Beza theſe ſpoils, to the Muſes, as due, 

« Were offer d, in proof of the monſter he ſlew.” 7 
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BX PONTO OovVIDII EPISTOLA MAXIMO. 


, . 


ILLE tuos quandam non ultimus inter amicos, 
Ut ſua verba legas, maxime, naſo rogat. 
In quibus ingenium deſiſte requirere noſtrum, 
Neſcius exſilii ne videare mei. 
Cernis, ut ignavum corrumpant otia corpus; 
Ut capiant vitium, ni moveantur, aquæ. 
Et mihi, ſi quis erat, ducendi carminis uſus 
Deficit, eſtque minor factus inerte ſitu. 
Hæc quoque quz legitis, (fi quid mihi. maxime, credis) 
Scribimus invità vixque coacta manu. 
| | Non libet in tales animum contendere curas.; 
Nec venit ad duros muſa vocata Getas. 
Ut tamen ipſe vides, luQor deducere verſum : 
Sed non fit fato mollior ille meo. 
Cum relego, ſcripſiſſe pudet ; quia plurima cerno, 
Me quoque, qui feel, judiee, digna lini 
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Nec tamen emendo : labor hie quam ſeribere major q 


Mienſque pati durum ſuſtinet zgra nihil. 
At, puto, fructus adeſt jallma cauſa laborum: 
Et ſata cum multo fænore reddit ager. 
Tempus ad hoc nobis (repetas licet omnia) nullum 
Profuit (atque utinam non nocuiſſet |) ** 
Cur igitur ſeribam miraris? miror et ipſe: 
Et mecum quzro ſzpe, quid inde feram. 
An populus vers ſanos negat eſſe pottas ; 
| Sumque fides hujus maxima vocis ego ? 
Qui ſterili toties cum ſim deceptus ab arvo, 
' Damnosi perſto condere ſemen humo, 
Scilicet eſt cupidus ſtudiorum quiſque ſuorum ; 
Tempus et aſſuetà poriere in arte juvat, 
Saucius ejurat pugnam gladiator, et idem 
Immemor antiqui vulneris arma capit. 
Nil ſibi cum pelagi dicit FI nanfoagres undis ; 
Et ducit remos, qui modo navit aqua, 
Sic ego conſtanter ſtudium non utile carpo ; 
Et repeto, nollem quas coluiſſe, Deas. 


Cu 
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OVID TO MAXIMUS, | 
Quid potius faciam ?. non ſum qui ſegnia ducam 
Otia : mors nobis tempus habetur iners. 
Nec juvat in lucem nimio marceſcere vino; 


Nec tenet incertas alea blanda manus. 


Cum dedimus ſomno, quas corpus poſtulat horas. 


Quo ponam vigilans tempora longa modo ? 
Moris an oblitus j atrii contendere diſcam 
Sarmaticos arcus ; et trahar arte loci ? 
Hoc quoque me ſtudium prohibent aſſumere vires; 
Menſque magis gracili corpore noſtra valet. 
Cum bene quæſieris, quid agam; magis utile nil eſt 
Artibus his, quæ nil utilitatis habent. 
Conſequor ex illis caſts oblivia noſtri, 
Hane ſatis eſt meſſem fi mea reddit humus. 
Gloria vos acuat : vos, ut recitata probentur | 
Carmina, Pieriis invigilate choris. 
Quid ex facili, ſatis eſt componere nobis: 
Et nimis intenti cauſa laboris abeſt. 
Cur ego ſollicita poliam mea carmina curl ; 
An verear, ne non approbet illa Getes ? 
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Forſitan audacter faciam, ſed glorior Iſtrunm 
Ingenjo nullum majus habere meo. 
Hoe (ubi vivendum) fatis eft fi conſequor arvo, 
Inter inhumanos eſſe poeta Getas, 5 
Qud mihi dverſum fam contendere in orbem ? 
|  Quem fortuna dedit, Roma fit ille locus. 
. Hoc mea contenta eſt infelix muſa thegfro : 
Sic merui ; magni ſic voluere Dei. 


. AN EPISTLE FROM OVID IN PONTUS TO MAXIMUS 


AT ROME, 


YOUR Ovid writes, once no inferior friend ; 
Accept his verſe — tis all he has to ſend : 
But ſearch not, 'as you read, for marks of wit, 
Left you ſhould ſeem his exile to forget. 
Fg limbs unemploy'd will ſoon quite uſeleſs grow; 
= Waters will ſoon corrupt, unleſs they flow; 


OVID TO MAXIMUS. 


And if I cer a turn for verſe bak nat; 
In this my languid ſtate tis almoſt loft, 

_ Fen now, believe me, I can ſcarce command 
Theſe rugged lines from my reluctant hand: 
But ſuch ſuffice I aim no more at grace; 
The poliſh'd muſe abhors this barb'rous place, 

To ſmooth the verſe in vain are all my pains, 

Harſh as my fate, you ſee it ill remains. 

At each review I feel, with ſhame, my lot, 

To ſee, what I myſelf could wiſh to blot : 

Yet I forbear; ſuch toil correction needs, 

As een the taſk of writing far exceeds : ; 
And my weak mind, oppreſs d and ſunk with eares, 
But ill the load of added hardſhips bears. | 
You'll hence infer ſome great and certain gain 


Is ſtill in view, to recompenſe my pain: 
And yet, of all my various works, not one 
Hath good, and oh! that Teould add, nor miſchief, done. 
But if the Muſe I ferve requite fo ill. 
Perhaps you'll wonder I ſhould court her ftill ; | 


” | 
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And well you may, I often wonder too, 
- And aſk myſelf what profit can enſue ? 
Poets are madmen call'd ; and now I ſee 
That common proverb verify d in me. | x 
Though till deceiv'd, I ſtill, with ceaſeleſs toil, 
Madly perſiſt to ſow a barren ſoil. 
Long - practis d arts, ill-fated though they prove, 
Gain charms from habit to ſecure our love, 
The gladiator cut, his ſword forſwears, | 
But ere the wound is heal'd forgets his fears. 


ov 


The ſhip-wreck'd ſailor vows to quit the main, 


But ſoon, land fick, he ploughs the waves again, 


80 I my uſeleſs trade inceſſant ply, 
And to the Muſe, my bane, for ſolace fly, 
What better can I do? 'tis not my taſte 
In thoughtleſs idleneſs my time to waſte, 
Though ſtill in vain, I fill employ d muſt be; 
A lazy, ſluggiſh life is death to me. | 
No uſual paſtimes here my leiſure knows, 

To draw my mind from brooding oer its woes: 


OVID To Maximus. 


No ſprightly, ſocial means within my pow'r; 


No wine, no dice, to cheer one vacant hour, 
| When ths long-ling'ring night is dos'd away, 
How can I paſs the ſtill more tedious day ? 
| Our native manners change not at our will ; 
'Midf rude barbarians I'm a Roman ſtill. 
Caught with Sarmatian cuſtoms, ſhould 1 try 
To bend the bow, and teach the dart to fly ? 


But this my ſtrength denies, howe'er inclin'd ; 


More weak my flender body than my mind, 
Nothing more uſeful ſeems, in my diſtreſs, 
Than that which has no real uſefulneſs : 

My muſe alone ſome reſpite can procure 
For all the ills ſhe caus d, though not a cure: 
My time, myſelf, with her, I can deceive, 
And think it gain ſufficient not to grieve. 
Your aim is glory : hence your labour'd lays 
Are poliſh'd well, and highly merit praiſe. - 
But I who chiefly write myſelf to pleaſe, 
Prefer the careleſs verſe that comes with eaſe. 
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104 AN EPISTLE PROM OVID TO MAXIMUS, 
No bards, no critics, here excite my am, 
Correct enough my muſe for Getic ears. 

; "Tis my chief boaſt midſt Iſters ſons to ſhine, | 
Aſſur d no genius here can vie with mine. | 
Where doom'd to dwell, I there would fix my fame, 
Content, with Getes, to gain a poet's name. 

In diſtant clinaes for praiſe Tl! ne'er contend 3 
Let Rome be theirs whom fortune ſhall befriend : 
This wretched ſpot my theatre muſt be ; 

Such I deſerve, and ſuch the gods decree. 


MITISSA PETRI MOLINEI vt MAGNY DOG, THEOL, 


4 * . 
| CANONIC, CANTUARIENSIS. 


MrrissA cel nobile ab Cypro genus, 

Cyprique blanda blandior felis del, : 
Cui veneta nigro Illuſa pellis, limite 
Ambagioſo tortili volumine, 

Jaſpide nitet imbricata purids: 

Plumä Colambe turturiſve mollior, : 
Tenero puellæ flore delicatior, 
Pellaciorque et nequior rulpecull; 

Aud nec pitheci geftiiohl fut tttagis, | 
Qua vel ſciuri ladibundi ſunt minds. 
Mihi prodeunti prodeambulas comes: 
Ego geftienti geftictis colludere, 

Cyclos finuſque virgulam circtim movens 
Defigtio, tuque virgulam prehendere 
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Avida, in volucrem profilis volucrior, 
Cita curſu, præpes ungue, oculis micans, 
Lumbo hue et illuc flexilis verſatili, 
ZEquaſque rd et finus cum virgula. |, 
Domum revertor, tuque mecum ; vix bens 
| Lecturus aut ſcripturus aſſedi, ſtatim 
( Muſis miniſtra ſcilicet) menſiæ inſilis: 
Tenuique roncho blanda te mihi affricas, 
Et uſque et uſque teque mulceri jubes, 
Surrecta caudam rigidulam, dorſo ardua ; 
Mox aſſides, notaſque quid rei geram, 
Tentare luſu certa quicquid movero, | 
Verſare chartam, morſicare pennulam, 
Recenſque ſcriptam lineam, procacula 
Tagace frictu literam latam facis. 
Talitro repreſſa, mæſta retrahis pedem ; 


Breviorque collo, pavida connives nocens 
Oculos pudentes ; dein remotior ſedens, | 
Amans, inaudax, cui rez fiduciam 
Adimens, amorem non tamen minuit, metus : 
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Modefta ſupplex in me figis lumina. | 
At jure, Mitiſſa, ambigas mihi an tibi 
Sit cura major integrandæ gratiæ. 

Sed exi, et icta fi quid irarum premis, 

Mitiſſa, quiequid eſt apud me ſoricum 

Offenſioni dedo mactandum tuz: 

Hi luridi hoſtes et mei, et tui, meam 

Iram ſul cæde expient, ſatient tuam. 


* MOLINZEUS's CAT, MITISSA, AN AMPLIFIED TRANS» 


LATION, WITH ADDITIONS, 


 MITISSA, well-bred Puſs, deſcended 
From cats of Cyprus, much commended ; 

In whom more fondling arts are ſeen, 

Than had that wheedling Cyprian Queen. 


* Perhaps MoLinzvux. 
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MOLINEYX ON HIS CAT. 


With varipus hues in waving lines: 


More ſoft and yielding than. the veſt 
That warms the turtle's downy breaſt 16 
More delicate than virgin a face, = 
O'erſpread with tender blooming grace. 
A much more cunning thieviſh elf, 

Than the ſly pilf ring fox himſelf. 

A perfe&t monkey in diſguiſe, 

With tricks as droll, and looks as wife ; 
Nor leſs alert than ſquirrel found, 


Jo ſkip. and friſk with nimble bound. 


When through my garden walks J ſtray, 
How pleas'd art thou fo lead the way 


How prompt to hint, by geſtures courting, 


Thy longings for a little ſporting 
And when, in playful circles quick, 


Around thy head I twirl my ſtick, 
Cloſe couching firſt, with wav'ring view, 


Thy eyes alone its track purſue ; 


With greedy graſp thou hugſt it round. 
The flouriſh'd ſtick enticing flies : 

And now with twiſting, doubling pace, 
Thou urgeſt true he giddy chase, 


Till caught once more, 'twixt tooth and nail, 


| The prize is held, with waggling tail. 
I home return; eloſe, ade by fide, | 

Thou trotteſt on with ſocial pride. 

Then to my ſtudy we repair; 

But ſcarce I'm fixt in elbow chair, 

| To read or write one line ſcarce able, 

Ere thou art perch d upon the table; 

As if, an owl ſince Pallas chuſes, ; 

A cat muſt needs attend the Muſes. 

And now, what purrings to expreſs, - 

And ſooth thy cheriſh/d. love's excels.! 

What haſty ſtruttings to and. fro, 

Thy joy's ecſtatic height to ſhow ! 
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MOLINEUX on 'HIS CAT. 


What urgent fits of fond careffing, 


With nuſtling noſe my face cloſe prefling ! 


What pride diſplay'd with back inflected, 
And felling tail in ftate'ereied !—&— /. 

I firoke thee now, fweet Puſs, and prove 
Myſelf infected with thy love: 
Submitting with compliance bland, 

Thou glideſt ſmooth beneath my hand; 


| Returning quick, I firoke again, 


But ftrive to ſatisfy in vain ; 


For thou again, theſe coaxings o'er, 
Wilt ftill ſolicit more and more. 
Finding thyſelf, at length, neglected, 85 
And my thoughts fixt where firſt directed; 
Demure and grave thou canſt retreat, 
And, near my elbow, take thy ſeat. | 
But though on folded paws tuck'd in, 


And knuckled cloſe beneath thy chin, 


Yet ſtill thy eyes, whate'er I do, 
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| And hark | my ſeribbling pen, with ſcratches, 
Thy quick, attentive car now catches. 

| Impatient quite, yet lowly riſing, h 
Becauſe intent upon ſurpriſing, 

With gentle ſtep, and cautious fear, 
Thou creepeſt on till ſtation'd near, 


With eager wrigglings to expreſs _ &. 
Thy purpoſe and ſecure ſucceſs, | | 
Quick as at mouſe in ruſtling ſtraw, 

Thou darteſt underneath thy paw; 

Then rais'd erect, up goes my paper, 

With gameſome cuff, and noddling caper. . . 
But this rude trick, F 
Is yet ſo comically teazing, 

That, quite unable to reſent, 

I laugh, and take it as 'twas meant. [5-47 
And having plac'd all matters right, 
Calmly proceed again to write. 
And now each letter that I trace 
Thou doſt inſpect with ſerious face; 


And much tuo angry grown for joking, 


- 
\ £ | » 
WOLINEUX ON Bits CAT 
« = 


Niang, as if at loſs to know | 


| What ſuch marks mean, and whenoe they flow : 


But fill perplex'd, and longing much 
To feel, if palpable to touch, ; 


Thy curious foot, to clear the doubt, 
| Whips in, and blots my writing out. 


More teazing this; but love prevailing, = 
I overlook this ſecond failing. 
But thou more bold, the more excus d, 


(And kindneſs thus is oft abus d) 
Some freſh affault haſt ſoon devis d, 


Snatch'd from my hand, with flippant paw, 


My mumbled pen I fee thee gnaw. 
Rous'd at a frolic ſo provoking, | 


I ſnatch my pen, and loudly ſcold, 


What tug ? Take heed, for, if I eatch thee 
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MoLINBUX ON EIS CAT. 


"Theſe threats deſpis d, I then repreſs, 
With flip on noſe, thy ſaucineſs. 

At this rebuff, thy neck cloſe ſhrinking, 
Thy whiſkers flat, and eyelids blinking, 
Thou ſneakeſt back, with fad diſmay, 
And looks that e guilt betray ; 

- Looks ſweetly aw'd, ſuch looks as prove - 

Thy perineſs loſt, but not thy love. 
| And now, as griev'd for inſults paſt, 

On me thy pleading eyes are caſt : 

But, ſoon diſpell'd each 3 fear, 

; Fair gleams of hope thy aſpect cheer. 
And well, ſweet Puſs, may thou believe 
That, like thyſelf, I can forgive ; ; 
For 'tis a doubt which moſt repents, 

Or which moſt willingly relents. 


And yet, methinks, I wiſh thee gone; 


Im buſy ; we'll be friends anon. 
Come, Puſs, march down, and if this blow 
Should fret and vex thee, when below, 


a: 


114 


114 


MOLINBUX ON HIS CAT. 


Then ſhow it, or on rat, or mouſe, 


4 


Our common foes, within this houſe : 


Thus may thy vented ſpleen be eas d. 


And thus my anger beft appeas'd. 


Kaan : 


RENATI RAPIN E soc. JES, THEOLOGI, POETE LATINI 
l f 1 4 4 © ; 

- HUJUS SECULI LONGE CELEBERRTMI AD ILLUSTRIS: 

PRINCIPEM - SENATUS LAMONIUM, IN "*FONTEM ro- 


LYCRENEN. 


O FONS, celle raris atque uber tui! 
Heri o voluptas innocens ö 

Tuamne certeus pauperis yend ingeni 
Aquare vates copians ? 

Cui par nec ille fuerit Aonius liquor 

Nec qui Sicano gurgite intactus fugit 
Amnem maritum reſpuens. 

Non te ſuperbo, Parius hine ambit lapis, 
Hine concha dives margine. 

Non alta regum tecta, picto in aleo 
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. RAPIN'S POUNTAIN- 
Sed muſco et udo gramine agreſtem paras 
Tibi ipfi thalamum ruſticus: 
Et inter umbras, atque aperta vallium 
Vitres fugax curris pelle 
Ks At ne pudori | fit tamen, quod nil manus 
Tibi fabra cultüs addidit. . 
Caduca dos eſt artis; æternus manet | 
Creſcitque naturz decor. | 
Sorte o tu beate! LamoniDe places; 
HFunc nuda ſimplicitas capit; 


Fuci animus expers ſcilicet, mores ſuos 0 
In te intuetur et probat: 
Ac nunc in undis lene decurrentibus 
Puacidoque fufis agitine;' 
Siticuloſis ſpecimen eloquii exhibes 
Blande influentis auribus : 5 
Nunc liberalem pingis, et avaras opes 
Sibi retinere neſcium; 
Seu cum ardet æſtas fers bonus violis opem 
Herbiſque fupplicantibus ; 


| RAPIN'S FOUNTAIN; 
Seu vitæ egentes arbores felicibus 
Rigando lymphis recreas. 
Nec te rapacis more torrentis ;uvat 
Late ruinis anos; 
. Corripere meſſes, nemora, cumque ovilibus 
Ipſas colonorum domos : 
Herum æmularis nempe, quem nulli gravem, 
CunRi benignum ſentiunt :—” 
Hunc ipſe ſentis, quando reclinans caput 
Amatæ in oræ gramine 
Eſtum liquore temperat gelido, et ſuis 
Te conſecrat ſudoribus : 
Trepidæ laborant unde, et alternis manus 
Gaudent adorare oſculis: 
Tufta hinc tumentes ſe ferunt ſuperbid 
Dulcique plenæ imagine 
Monti, obviiſque vallibus LAMONIUM 
FluQtu loquuntur garrulo. 
Jure ergo, Fons venuſte, delicias fuas 


Suoſque amores te vocat : 


218 . 
Teque Polycrenen jure dici yult, novo 
Plaudente fam3 nomini, 4 
Certe Hippocrenen occupatam Barbaris 
Miliore reddas omine ; od 
Phebo et relicto, ſacra muſarum cohors 
Unum colat Lamonium. 


AN ODE, ADDRESSED TO THE MOST ILLUSTRIOUS PRE-- 
SIDENT LAMOIGNON, ON HIS FOUNTAIN rOLYCRENE, 
BY RENATUS RAPIN, OF THE COLLEGE OF JESUITS, 
WHO WAS BY FAR THE MOST . CELEBRATED. LATIN 


POET OP THE LAST AGE, 


BRIGHT fertile Fount ! thy owner's treaſure ! 
His pureſt ſource of rural pleafure ! 

Shall I, with vein of wit ſo poor, 

Attempt to match thy copious ſtore ? | 


RAPIN'S FOUNTAIN. - "on 
Renown'd for prompting bards to fing : 
; Or that which, anxious to ſecure 
Her virgin ſtream unmix'd and pure, 
Chas'd by Atymsvs, holds her flight, 
Till, doom's to wed, their floods unite #. 
Thy verge no coſtly marbles bound, 
No curious ſhells inlay it round : _ 
Nor does thy humble ſecret wave 
Ambitious ſwell thoſe banks to lave, 
Where, pictur'd in thy channel clear, 
| The ſtately palace may appear. 
But, ſuited to a diff rent ſcene, 
Soft moſs, and graſs for ever green, 


— 


* The river Arethuſe. Arethuſa was the daughter of Nereus 
and Doris, and one of Diana's nymphs ; and being very beau- 
tiful, Alpheus of Arcadia fell in love with her, but the, to 
avoid his courtſhip, fled into Sicily, where ſhe was changed 
into a fountain, and her lover into a river ; whereupon Alpheus 
endeavoured, but in vain, to mix his ſtream with hers, ſhe 
continuing her flight by ſubterraneous paſſages as far as Arethuſa, 
Where ſhe is forced to be married to him, and the two ftreams 
are · united into one. | | OVID, MET. 5. 596. 


120 


-RAPIN'S FOUNTAIN.” 
By thy freſh oozing moiſture fed, 
Compoſe. for thee thy ruſtic bed. 
And hence thy gurgling waters flow, 
Through cooling ſhades, where oziers grow, | 
Or o'er the meand'ring run, 
And ſparkling dance beneath the ſun. 
Nor this negle& let folly place, 
With pround contempt, to thy diſgrace, 
That no deſigner's hand was lent 


To deck thee out with ornament. 


The boaſt of art muſt quickly die, 


And ol its works in ruins lie: 


While nature's charms ſhall never ceaſe, 


But ſtill remain, and ftill increaſe. 


Thrice happy Fount ! that canſt afford 


Delights e en worthy ſuch a lord! | ab 
For he, ſo void of all diſguiſe, *_ 


Fit emblems of his mind appear: 


Muſt needs thy ſimple beauties prize. 


Still in thy mirror, pure and clear, 
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'RAPIN'S FOUNTAIN, 

And all he views and loves in thee 
AttraQts and charms by ſympathy. = 
And whilſt thy ſtreams, diffus d around, 
Give to the breeze a tuneful ſound, | 

Their gentle cadetice Gints to vie 
| With that ſoft placid melody, 
Which ſooths the greedy liſt ning ſenſe, 


In his ſweet flowing eloquence. 

Nor leſs thy ready gifts impart | n PS" 
An image of his lib ral heart: 8 

For he no U e ee | 

But free, like thine, his bounty flows ; | 
Whether thou aid, in ſultry hours, 
The ſuppliant herbs, ear agg | 
Or the leaf-wither'd grove befriend, 

And thirſty trees freſh vigor lend. © 
For though with powr thou fill abound, 7 
'Tis all a common bleffing found: 

Nor doſt thou envious fwell thy courſe, 
To add, with ruins, to its force; 
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Till floating woods, and crops of corn, | 
Till flocks, and cots, together born, 

A ſcene of horrid rage diſplay, 0 

And mark the torrent's foaming way. 

_ More gentle thou; tis thy bleſt fate, 
That maſter ſtill to emulate, - | 

Whom none has e'er oppreſſive 8 1 
Whoſe kindneſs all will grateful own : 
E'en thou thyſelf; tis ſhown to thee, 

Nor ſmall thy pride its proofs to ſee. 

For oft as he inclines his head | 
On thy lov'd margin's verdant bed; e 
And there, with ſhade and cooling fireams, 
Allays the ſummer's fervid beams; 

Thy little waves, with trembling . 

And conſcious of the honor done 

To kiſs his hands alternate run. 

Hence ſwelling with augmented pride, 
Full of his image on they glide, 
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And as through winding vales they ſtray, 

With eager hafte the tale convey 0 
| To all Lamorenox's groves and hills, 
In fweetly-ſoothing prattling rills. 

| Then his delight thou well mayſt be, 

In juſtice to himſelf and thee. 

Thee too, his PoLYcRENs, fit name, 

© He chriſtens with applauding fame; 

Which bleſs d with omens more divine, ” 
Shall heathen H1eyockexs outſhine, 
Henceforth, rejecting with diſdain, 

APOLLo, and his fabled train, 

The heav'nly Muſe, here fix'd, ſhall own 

LAaMo1i6NnoN's ſacred ſpring alone! 
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'- ANACREONTICUM. © | | : 


AUCTORE VINCENTIO BOURNE, 


O aut mes culin» © | | 1 
Argutulus Choraules, 
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126 | BOURNE'S CRICKET. 

-Dickiis innocenſque 
Et gratus inquilinus ; 
Nec vettitane rapinis 
Ut ſorices voraces, 
Mureſve curioſi, 
Furumque delicatum 

Vulgus domefticorum ; 
Sed tutus in camini 
Recefſibus, quiete 
Contuntiter etrenkods) £3 
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Beatior cicadl, 
Que te referre form, 
Quz voce 'te Auer zj 
Et ſaltitans per herbas, 
Unius, haud ſecundæ, 
Aſtatis eſt choriſta: 

Te carmen integratum 
Reponis ad Decembrem, 
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Lætus per univerſum 


Incontinenter annum. i 


Te nulla lux relinquit, 
Te nulla nox reviſit, 
Non 3 vacantem, . 
Curiſve non ſolutum : 
Quin amplies canendo, 
Ztatulam, vel FR | 
Abſumimus querendo 
tate longiorem. 


BOURNE's CRICKET, | 


10 THE CRICKET: 


AN ANACREONTIC, _ 


— — 


5 | FROM VINCENT nov[NS, 
SPRIGHTLY Cricket, chirping fiill 
Merry muſic, ſhort and ſhrill ; 
In my kitchen take thy reſt 
As a truly welcome gueſt ; | 
For no evils ſhall betide wats 
Thoſe with whom thou doſt refide. 
Nor ſhall thy good-omen'd ſtrain 
Eer ſalute my ear in vain ; | 
With the beft I can invent, 

Ti requite the compliment; 
Like thy fans, I'll repay. 
Little ſonnets, quick and gay, 


—————— — —————kñ᷑ñ 1ʃ1i. — 


BOURNE's CRICKET. | 
Thou, an harmleſs inmate deem'd, 
And by houſewives much eſteem d, 
| Wilt not pillage for thy diet, 

Nor deprive us of our quiet ; n 
Like the horrid rat voracious, - - 
Or uA moyls ies 
Like the herd of vermin baſe, 
Or the pilf ring reptile race: 
But content art tou to dwell 


In thy chimney-corner cell; 
Safe, and ſnug, thy native heat. 


Thou art happier, happier far, 
Than the happy graſhopper, y 
Who, by nature, doth partake 
Something of thy voice and make... 
Skipping lightly o'er the graſs, EF: 
As her ſunny minutes paſs, 
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BOURNE'S CRICKET. 
For a ſummer month, or two, 
She can ſing, and ſip the-dew 


But at Chriſtmas, as in May, 


Thou art ever briſt and gay; 
Thy contiuu d ſong we hear, 
Trilling, thrilling, all the year. 


| Ey'ry day and ev ry night, 


Bring to thee the ſame delight; 


Winter, ſummer, cold, or hot, 5 


Late, or early, matters not; 


Mirth and muſic ſtill declare, 
Thou art ever void of care. 


| Whilſt with ſorrows, and with fears, 


We deſtroy our days and years; 
Thou, with conftant joy and ſong, 
Ev'ry minute doſt prolong, | 
Making thus thy little ſpan | 


re 
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AD DAVIDEM COOK, WESTMONASTERII CUSTODEM 
NOCTURNUM ET VIGILANTISSIMUM, ANNO 1716. 


* 


AUCTORE A. v. BOURNE. 


\ 


INDICIUM qui fepe mihi das carmen amoris, 
Reddo tibi indicium carmen amoris ego. 
Qui fauſtum et felix multum mihi mane precaris ; - . 
Dico atque ingemino nune tibi rurſus, ave. 
Te neque dinumerat Gallus conftantids horas, 
Nec magis is certo provocat ore diem. 
Cum variis implent tenebræ terroribus orbem, i - 
Ty comite aſſuetum cum cane carpis iter. 
Nec SY quos ſeræ emittunt poſt vina propinz, 
Nec te, quos Lemures plurima vidit anus; 
Nec te perterrent, nodoſo ſtipite fretum, 
Subdola qui tacito pectore furta parant. 
$2 3 


5 132 DAVID cook, 
Sed fi cui occurras, primũ qui portat ad urbem 
Sub luce, exiguas quas dedit hortus opes, 
Hune placidis dictis, et voce affaris amica; 
| | Utque dies fauſta luce, precaris, eat. 
» Tinnitu adventum ſignans, oriantur an aftra, 
Narras, an pure lucida Luna ajcet. 
Dumque quics nos alta manet, nec frigoris ullus 
Securos, pluviæ nec metus ullus habet; 
Tu gelidos inter ventos verſaris et imbres, 
Cum mala tempeſtas, et nigra ſievit hiems 
Seu te preſentem vicus, ſeu viculus, audit: 
No cturnum multo carmine fallis iter. 
Quid fi, culta minus, doQa vacet arte Poeſis, 
Si ſimplex verſus ſit, numerique rudes ; 
Invidiam Somnus (tanta indulgentia noQis) 
Opprimit ; et Livor, te recitante, filet, 
Divorum hyberni menſes quotcunque celebrant 
Cuique locum et verſum dat tua muſa ſuum: 


Criſpino ante omnes; neque enim ſine carmine fas eſt 


Nobile ſutorum prateriifſe decus. 
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Nec tua te pietas fieri permiſerit unqum 

Cæſaris immemorem Cæſareæque domis, 
 Officio Dominos multo Dominaſque ſalutas; 

Gratia nee fide ſedulitatis abeſt. 

Multa dicens juvines, et pulchras multa puellas, 
Utile tu pueris virginibuſque canis. 

Conjugium felix monitis utentibus optas, | 
Cunctaque quer caſtus gaudia lectus habet. \ 

Tu monitor famulis ſexus utriuſque 1 ( 5 
Munditias illis precipis hiſce fidem. 

Unum præcunctis meminiſſe hortaris, ut imis 
Summa etiam exæquet mortis amica manus. 

Quid tibi pro totidem meritis ſperemus 2 
Quiſve tuo æqualis retribuatur amor? 

| Taque tuuſque canis fi nos viſttis, uterque - 

Grati eritis nobis — tuuſque FAY 

Mille domos adeas, et non ignobile munus, 
Nulla minus ſolido, det tibi mille domus. 

- Quemque bonum exoptas nobis, lætumque Decembrem, | 

Eſto tibi pariter lztus, et eſto bonus. 


„ 5 DAVID COOK, | 5 


ro DAVID COOK, WESTMINSTER” WATCHMAN. 


/ | 


FROM A. v. BOURNE. 


f/ 


I WHO ſo oft thy friendly rhymes receive, 

Once, in return, ſome friendly rhymes will give, 

And for thy wunberlch Good-morrows, pray, 

Pray, more than once, for thee a happy day. 

True as the watchful cock, with herald notes, 

The riſing ſun's firſt twilight gleam denotes, 

Thy well-known conſtant voice ſalutes our ears, 
Each hoar proclaiming, till the morn appears. 

| When darkneſs reigns, from all its terrors free, 

| The ſame accuftom'd rounds are trod by thee. 
Guarded with dog, that ne'er forſakes thy fide, 

And knotty club, in many a ſkirmiſh tryd, 

| The ſkulking thief undaunted thou canſt ſeize, 

Nor dread the rake's mad riot to appeaſe. 


5 WESTMINSTER WATCHMAN. 
If in the ſtreet, at earlieſt dawn of day, 
Some honeſt ruftic chance to croſs thy way, 

' Frwighted for market; with td wee s 
| His little, neat, well-cultur'd garden bore, 

„ He's hail'd in terms that cheerfully expreſs - 
Greetings of health, and wiſhes of ſucceſs. 
Firſt warn'd of thy approach by tinkling bell, 
With deep ſonorous voice we hear thee tell 

| Whether the ſky be dark, the ftars ſhine bright, 
A cloudy morning, or u moon-light night. 


Wwilſt we ſecure and ſaug indulge in bed, WI 
And cold and rain can neither feel nor dread, =} 


| Thou quite expos'd to all the winter's rage, 
Art doom'd with froſt and tempeſt to engage: 
Yet fill, in calm defiance, catiſt repeat 
Thy toil-beguiling lays through ev'ry ſtreet. 

What though thy careleſs and untutor'd trains 

2 Can boaſt no proofs of genius, taſte, or pains, 

Yet captious critics, ſilene d by the night, 
Shall ſpare thy faults, and daſe away their ſpite, | 
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Each faint, in turn, has his appropriate day 
| Announe'd by thee, with ſome diftinguiſh'd lay 
But chief, amidſt the tutelary throng, 
The cobler's boaſt, Saint Criſpin, claims thy ſong. 
Nor ſhall thy loyal zeal its debt deoline, 
To George, our king, and all the royal line. 
Much faithful homage thy good maſters ſhare, 
Nor are their worthy ladies leſs thy care. 
Their ſons and daughters too, who wiſely chuſe 
To pay regard to thy inſtruftive muſe, 
In proper time, ſhall all be ſure to know 
Each purer bliſs that Hymen can beſtow. 
Servants of either ſex by thee are taught 
Each duty to fulfil, and ſhun each fault ; 
But neatneſs firſt, on thy domeſtic plan, 
Muſt mark the maid, fidelity the man. 
Extends to all, for they to all belong ; 
_ Chiefly that Death, with kind impartial blow, 
In equal duſt, ſhall level high with low. 


* 


* 
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For ſuch advice, ſuch faithful ſervice too, 

How ſhall our gratitude repay thy due ? 

If, with thy friendly dog, thou come to me, 
As welcome gueſts, I'll treat thy dog and thee : 
| And as the good I wiſh thee is not ſmall, 

Een at a thouſand houſes mayſt thou call, 

Nor of thoſe thouſand quit one ſingle door 

Without a ſhilling added to thy ſtore. 

Good cheer for Chrifimas thus ſhalt thou obtain, 

Nor we return thy wiſh of mirth in vain. 


* 
2 
* 


Tazxz were two Brothers, Joun and W1LLIAM RzyNoLDs; 
done rigid Papiſt, the other as tenacious a Proteſtant : Both 
| were inſpired with an equal Zeal of converting each other. 
With, that View, they had frequent elaborate and learned 
Diſputes: At laſt their Controverſies had this Effect — The 
Papiſt became a Proteſtant, and the Proteſtant a Papiſt; 
which gave Occafion to this beautiful TO by Dr. 


ALABASTER. 


BELLA inter geminos, pluſquam civilia, fratres 

Traxerat ambiguus religionis apex : 

Ille Sende Kü! No panting lt, 

Iſte, reformandam denegat eſſe ſidemm 
Propoſitis cauſz rationibus, alterutrinque 
 Concurrere pares, et cecidere pares; 

a Quod fuit in votis, fratrem capit alteruterque ; 
uod fuit in fatis, perdit uterque fidem : 
Captivi gemini nullos habuere triumphos, 

Sed victor victi transfuga caſtra petit : 
7 2 
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Quod genus hoc pugnæ eſt ? ubi victus gaudet uterque ; 
Et tamen alteruter fe ſuperaſſe dolet. 


WAR, more inflam'd than civil diſcord's rage, 

| lialigious war two zealous brothers wage. 

Tuts for the faith of Proteſtants b; 

A Papiſt THAT the church of Rome Ads i 
Each rais'd his force; each match'd his foe ſo well , 
Alike both champions fought, alike they fell. 

| | What both deſir d, his brother each ſubdues ; : 
What fate decreed, their faith both brothers loſe. 
No cauſe of triumph either fide could boaſt ; 
Each victor yields, and takes his captive's poſt. 


Strange war! where both, as vanquiſh'd, are content, 


And both, as conq'ring, their ſucceſs lament, 


* 
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EX PONTO EPISTOLA OVIDII BRUTO. 


5 Qvop fit in his eadem ſententia, Brute, libellis, 
Carmina neſcio quem carpere noſtra tefers. 

Nil nifi me terrl fruar ut propriore rogare; 

Et quam ſim denſo cinctus ab hoſte, queri. | 

DO quam de multis vitium reprehenditur unum ! 

| Hoc peccar ſolum fi mea muſa, bens eft, 

Ipte ego librorum video deliis meviwn ;- | 

| Cam ſua plds juſto carmina quiſque probet. 

Autor opus laudat : fic forſitan agrius olim 
Therſiten facie dixerit eſſe bond. 

Judicium tamen hic noſtrum non decipit error; 
Nec quicquid genui, protinus illud amo. 

Cur igitur ſi me videam delinquere, peccem, 

Et patiar ſcripto crimen ineſſe, rogas > 

Non eadem ratio eſt, ſentire et demere morbos. 

Senſus ineſt cunctis; tollitur arte malum. 
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| Szpe aliquod cupiens verbum mutare, relinquo; 


Tudicium vires deftituuntque meum. 


Serpe piget (quid enim dubitem tibi vera fateri ?) 


Corrigere, et longi ferre laboris opus. 


Scribentem juvat ipſe favor, minuitque laborem ; 


| Cumque ſuo creſcens pectore fervet opus. 
Corrigere at res eſt tanto magis ardua, quanto 
Magnus ariftarcho major Homerus erat. 
Sic animum lento curarum frigote lædit, 
Ut cupidi curſor frena retentat equi. 


| Atque ita di mites minuant mihi Caſaris iram, 


| Oflaque pacat3 noſtra tegantur humo; 
Ut mihi conanti nonunquam intendere curas, 
Fortunæ ſpecies obſtat acerba mez. 


Vixque mihi videor, faciam quod carmina, famus 


| Inque feris curem corrigere illa Getis. 


Nil tamen e ſeriptis magis excuſabile noſtris, 


Quam ſenſus ounRis penè quod unus ineft. 


| Lita fer letus cecini, cano triſtia triſtis, 


nenen oper tempus trumps fu dt. 
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— 


Quid, niſi de vitio ſcribam regionis amarez ? | 


Utque ſolo moriar commodiore, _ | 
Cum toties eadem dicam, vix audior ulli : 

Verbaque profectu diimulata carent 
Et tamen hæc eadem cum fint, non ſeribimus 88 
Dunaque per plures vox mea tentat opem. 
An, ne bis ſanſum lefor reperiret eundem,. 
uns amicorum, Brute, rogandus erat ? 
Non fuit hoc tanti 3 confeſlo_ignolcite, docti. 

| Vilior eſt operis fama falute med. 
Denique materi, quam quis ſibi ſinxerit ipſe, 
Arbitrio variat multa poeta ſuo. / 

Muſa mea eſt index nimiüm quoque vera malorum ; 

Atque incorruptz pondera teſtis habet. 
Nec liber ut fieret, ſed uti ſua cuique daretur 
poſtmodo collectas, utcunque fine ordine, junxi ; 
Hoc opus dem. ne mihi forts putes. 
| Da veniam ſeriptis, quorum non gloria nobis 
| Cauſa, fed utilitas officiuraque fuit. 


* 


— 
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AN EPISTLE FROM OVID IN PONTUS TO BRUTUS 


Ar ROME. 


THERE is, you ſay, ſome critic who complains 
In all my verſe 5 fant ſameneſs reigns 3 
That ſtill my exil'd ſtate alone I mourn, 
Still only wiſh I might to Rome return. 
What | *midft ſo many, but one fault deteR, 
Blameleſs my muſe, were this her ſole defect. 
Een I myſelf, though view'd with partial eye, 
In all my works can various faults deſcry : 
And authors ſure but ſeldom diſapprove 
What nature prompts them as their own to love. 
Perhaps, howe'er deform'd TrtRrs1TEs' face, 
Een there his father might diſtinguiſh grace. 
But ne'er in me could this delufion find 
Sufficient force to make my judgment blind ; 


oviD ro BRUTVS. 
Nor does my doating "DEE Rill ſurvey © 
| A perfeR offspring in each new-born lay. 
| But why, perhaps you'll aſk, if I ſo plain 
Diſcern my faults, do füll thoſe faults remain ? 
Why does the man that's fick his pains endure ? 


A fenſe to feel implies no art to cure. 


Some word ſhall oft my better taſte offend, 
Which baffled art in vain attempts to mend. 
And oft to own the truth, ſome few defect, 
In dread of toil, the lazy mufs heglech. 
Nor can the partial writer well attend, 
With nice reviſing care, each verſe to mend, 
When with the growing work it freely flows, 
And all his boſom with the ſubject glows. 
To point out faults does no great talents need, 
But to avoid them were a taſk indeed | 
As much more arduous than the critic's part, 
As genius ſoars above the reach of art; | 
As much as Hon has a juſter claim, | 
Than ARISTARCHUS, to immortal fame. 
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Still to corre, with dull retarding care, 

Is irkſome to the muſe, in her career; 

As irkſome as the. bit's reſtraining force, 

That checks the rapid, fteed's impatient ak 
And O, were C.x3ax's rage as ſure to ceaſe, 
And I, at Rome, ſecurely. die in peace; 

: As true it is, that all.my preſent views. 

Are fuch as quite diſmay, my hopeleſs muſe. 
Here's nought to raiſe ambition, nor excite 
One ſingle thought to mind how well I write : 
And ſcarce exempt from madneſs ſeems that care, 
Which makes my lays ſo faultleſs as they are. 
But ſure there's little room my verſe. to blame, | 
Becauſe, 'midft changeleſs wors, üs fill the ſame. 
When fortune ſmil'd, I. tun d a livelier ſong; . 

To theſe fad times. more plaintive ſtrains belong. 
How ſhould I, chuſe but conſtantly complain, 
Midſt hateful ſcenes that give me conſtant pain? 
How ceaſe that fingle bleſſing to implore, 

Which ev ry wiſh includes, my native ſhore ? 


vis v6 Ml 10 
And though ſo bft the ate cbinplaints appear, 
Scarce one, alas! thoſe vin complaints will hear; 
And uſeleſs fute would vary d fiction prove, 
| Where truth, repeated truth, hatn fair d to move. 
And though alike the letters which I ſend, 
Yet each was meant to try a diff rent friend. 
I beg them all my wretched cauſe to plead, 
In hopes that one, midſt many, may ſucceed, 
And ſhould I then one friend alone addreſs, 
Rather than twice the ſame complaint expreſs ? 
Ys leamed critics, the: confelion foare, 
This were a caution far beneath my care. 
Safety is all I want, let tft be mine, 
And worthleſs fame; with\edfire, T Il reGgn. 
When fancy aids the vacant poet's kill, 
He forms tir obedient ſubject to his will ; 
Not fo with me; my muſe is forc'd to dwell 
On themes that indicate my ſtate too well 
And like a witneſs, ſpeaking as he feels, 
With ſtrongeſt evidence the truth reveals. 
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Nor had hyhere the leaſt intent to write 
A finiſh'd volume for the public fight ; 
To pay to each, as friendſhip gave the claim, 
A private tribute, was my. only aim. 4 #9: 
And thus, at random, are theſe letters join d, 
That no ſelected work ſhould ſeem defigu d. 
Pardon the verſe, where no ambitious views, 
| But love and int'reft only, prompt the muſe, 


— 
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CLARISSIMO Wh PAULO HERMAN, M. D. PROFESS, Bo- 
TANICES LUGDUNI BATAVORUM, HORTIQUE PR- 


FECTO,' EX INDIA REVERSO. 


HERMANE plectrum Threicium tibi 
Movere tendo; quod ſimul impulit 
Orpheus, feruntur inſecute: 


3 tua cura, Sylvæ. | - 


Largam canenti materiem admovet 
Hermanus, almis nomen amabile 
Plantis, et inſeribi quod ultrd 
Corticibus petat omnis arbor. 
Illius artem 1 avius, et ſuo 
Bantamus auro concolor, et Sina 
Invita commendat, nec uno 
Fade viri ſonat ore Wige 
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HANNES' ODE TO DR, HERMAN, 
Multas ab India gente recepimus 
Merces opimas, nulla tamen ratis 

Contendat illi, que reduxit 
In patriam Batavumque cœlum, 


Te dulce pondus : te quia conſcium 
Terræ feraci, te quia nobilem 
Docere platitas, quot recenti 
Tertia lux patefecit orbi, 


Urbs Leyda centum fertilis artium, 
Mirè ſagaces percutit hoſpites, 

Quotcunque dedueit per hortum 
| Elyfio rhinus inwidetem. 


Hac parte ſurgunt (heu celeres mori) 


Flores, et omnis copia narium, 


Felix odbranti placere 
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Hac parte terra, matre remotior sf 
Vertex decentim. tollitur-arborum, 
|  Quales in Adami beatis 


Ordinibus potuere naſei: 


; Myrtus polita, et pierio choro 
Quzſita merces Laurea, nec minus 
| Quarta vitis, et hemp 
Fida comes Domino, Cupreſſus. 


Et multa Sylvæ filia nobilis 
Pulchrè explicatur; quæ mihi, quæ tibi, 
Subtus recumbenti eqronam. 
Exhibeat foliis, et umbram. 


Locatus illo ſoſpes in angulo,, 
O quale carmen pollice ducerem 
Humi reclinis inter undas, 
Inter ayes, , pariter, ſonoras ! 
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- Non me Britannum vinceret Ttala % 1 


nes 0DE T0 DR, HERMAN. | 


Pubes canendo ; non ego cederem 
Libens vel Urbano, vel auſæ 


Hermane, vives tempus ir ultimumn j 
Nec fi tuorum gloria tunen 8 
I Ga donki; tu peracti 

Luce brevi horitela æquè. 


Sed quale fuſci marmor in Aﬀeica 


Fioſſum, decorz materies domũs, 


Firmatur annis, et benign 
Auxilium capit : a ſenecta: 


"Hd forte, curls parths hoide tals 
Vigebit ; illum cuncta dies alet 2 


In majus, illi ſemper ætas 
- Adveniens prætium arrogabit, 


- ED, HANNES, A. M. EX KDR CHRISTI, OXON, 
| BT ACADEM, r. r. CHYMICE, 
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TRANSLATION OF AN ODE ADDRESSED TO THE ILLUS- 
TRIOUS D. PAUL HERMAN, M. b. BOTANICAL PRO- 
 FESSOR, AND MASTER OF THE PHYSIC GARDEN AT 


LEYDEN, ON HIS RETURN FROM INDIA, 


HERMAN, thy praiſe the muſe ſhall ſing, | 
For thee the Thracian harp ſhall firing, | . 
a Which, ſwept by Orpheus hand, 
From all thy fav 'rite groves around, 
Enchanted by the heav'nly ſound, -- 
Attendance could command. 


Herman, a fertile theme, and rare, 
To plants, chief objects of his care, 
A dear and honour'd name; 
Inſcrib'd with which each. grateful te 
. Would, as it grows, delight to ſee | | 
© - Thy libo-incoading fant... 1 a 
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. Lovers of gold, of golden hue, 
Een Java's ſons, to int'reft I 

| Their ſpoiler's {kill commend ; 
Ganges, tho' ftript of half his pride, a 
| Yet all the mouths that ſpread his tide 
To ſound thy praiſe contend. 


Full many a rich and fragrant ftore 

Have we receiv'd from India's ore; 
But fuch a valu d freight 

No ſhip hath borne, of Belgian name, 

As that which homeward loaded came 
With thy moſt precious weight : 


For thou, as preſent, canſt explain 
All that Earth's pregnant hoards contain, 
By art's deep-piercing aid 
| Thou too diſtinctly canfſt deſcribe 
* Each ſylvan, fhtub, and floral tribe, 
The third-day's light diſplay d. 
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Leyden, prolific ſouree of at, 
Hath won each curious ſtrangers heart, 
7 Such various charms it yields ; 
But chief thy Garden claims their fight, 
A ſcene of realia d delight, 
From feign'd Elyſian fields. FE 


| Here, ſoon, alas! to fade away, 
Of flow'rs a rare and rich diſplay, 
In vary d oxdes riſe; 
While each gay tint, and odour ſweet, 
| Luxuriouſly combine to tt Es 
At once our ſmell and eyes : | 


1 There, natives of a diſtant elime, 
Adopted trees, with heads ſublime, 
Surpriſe with novel grace; 
In Eden ſuch did Adam ſhade, 
With verdure Which no ſun could fade, 
Chief charm of that bleſt place | 
X 2 
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156 HANNES ODE TO DR, HERMAN, | 
The lovely myrtle claims regard, 
And facred laurel, dear reward 
| To thoſe the muſe befriends; 
The gen'rous vine, belov'd by all, 
And cypreſs true that mourns our fall, 
And his dead lord attends, 


And other trees of nobleſt race, 
| Poſlefs'd of many a rival grace, 
In ſweet arrangement grow; 
| Whoſe ſpreading leaves, to honour thee, 
Fit chaplet may afford, on me EO 
An humble ſhade beſtow. 


Could I ſecure enjoy the lot, 
| To view, reclin'd, that lovely ſpot, | 
| Amidft the num'rous choir 
Of happy birds that warble ſtill 
In concert with the tinkling rill, 
What verſe would this inſpire" 


HANNES' ODB TO DR, HERMAN, . 
With me, a Britiſh Bard, to vie, 
Italia's youth in vain would try, 
Though born on claffic ground; 
With Urban I'd contend for fame, 
With Sarbive too, who boaſts a name 
For grandeur more renown'd, 


Herman, thy fame to lateſt times 
Shall live, and reach remoteſt a 
Though ſoon thy flow 'rs decay; 
Unlike their charms, thy works ſhall raiſe | 
No tributes of a tranſient praiſe, | 


Vain glories of a day. 


But as the ſtone from Afric's coaſt, 
; Which on ſome domes of regal coſt 


Vitruvian art employs, 
In their ſafe ſtructure harder grows, 
And e'en to age perfection owes, 
Which meaner things deftroys : 
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| | So from all injuty fecyr'd, 
% 1 | The fame thy genius hath ptocurd 
by Shall, een with time, advance; 


Each day thy ſterling works ſhall try, 
And with conſtant, kind fupply © | 
Their value fill enhance. : BE 
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PART OP AN-EPISTLE PROM OVID IV PONTUs ro 


MAXIMUS AT ROME *, 


O MAXIMUS ! at once, by virtuous fame, 
No leſs n great than great by name | 


A deficiency in the comple of pages originally 95. 


ſigned for this volume has induced the author to add a tranſlation 
of two other epiſtles of Ovid, from Pontus. They have all been 
felected as favourable ſpeci of the perpetual variation and 
' Eaſy fluency of his numbers. The following is one tpn 
your of the happy facility of his verfification : | 


$2pe Pater dixit, ſtudium quid inutile tentas; 
 Mzonides nullas ipſe reliquit opes. 
Motus eram dictis; totoque Helicone relicto, 
Scribere conabar verba ſoluta modis. | 
| Sponte ſua carmen numeros veniebat ad aptos, 
Et quod tentabam diſcere verſus erat. 


To give ſome imperfe&@ idea of the caſe exemplified in the 


original, the reader is preſented with this attempt: 
My Sire would ſay, mind uſeleſs rhymes no more; 
Een Homer liv'd and died extremely poor. ; 
| Mov'd by his warnings, I the muſe diſclaim ; 
To write in words devoid of numbers aim. * 
Yet ſtill ſpontaneous came the meaſur d lay, 
And all was verfe, whate er T try d to ſay. 
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To you who, join'd with noble birth, poſſeſs 

A ſoul which grandeur's weight could ne'er ſuppreſs, 
Whilſt life remains, if thus indeed to live | 

| Can life be call'd, I ſtill ſhall honour give: 


Though, many of the elegies and epiſtles which Ovid wrote, 
during his baniſhment, cannot be entitled to much recommen- 
dation, either for their refined ſentiment, or poetical ſpirit; yet 
the very worſt of them, if tranſlated with a metrical eaſe and pa- 
thetic plaintiveneſs that did juſtice to the original, would un- 
doubtedly afford a; very ſoothing gratification to every feeling 
reader. Some, perhaps, may be apt to deſpiſe him for the un- 
manlineſs of his repinings, the humility of his confeſſions, and 
the fawning ſervility of his entreaties; and conſider them merely 
as the mortifying conſequence of his being no longer able to 
proſecute a life of accuſtomed voluptuouſneſs and debauchery. 
But that this puſillanimity might be rather owing to ſome conſti- 
tutional temperament of mind and body, has been rendered 
more than probable by many late examples which the French 
nation has produced of men, who have at once diſtinguiſhed 
' themſelves, and in the moſt eminent degree, both by their he- 
roiſm and their profligacy. Horace, who, according to his 
own confeſſion, betrayed, by his relictã non bene Parmuld, great 
cowardice in battle, would not, perhaps, have diſplayed more 
courage in exile, than Ovid did. An exceſſive licentiouſneſs 
and epicuriſm marked the lives of both; but it does not follow 
that ſuch a coincidence had much effect in forming the predomi- 
nant character of either: this is a point which the trial of 
fimilar diftreſs alone could be ſufficient to aſcertain. 


OVID TO MAXIMUS. 


For you, though une be now. ſo rare, 
| Fen to a wretched friend extend your care, 
Shameful the charge, and yet that charge how true? 
The crowd no uſeleſs friendſhips now purſue : 
Of gain more mindful than of honour's calls, 
Their fickle faith with fortune ſtands or falls; 
Midſt many thouſands, ſcarce ſhall one regard 

| Virtue herſelf for Virtue's own reward: 
If worthy deeds preſent no money'd prize, 
All moral worth's allurements they deſpiſe; 
On wealth alone ſo wholly are they bent; 
Each gratis honeſt action they repent. | 
Could you from greedy hopes their minds releaſe; 
All ſhow of friendſhip then would quickly ceaſe. 
If fair the means, perhaps they may pretend 


A gen'rous aim, but ſelfiſh is their end: 

Ere they engage in any courteous trade, 

Of each return an eſtimate is made: 

On cautious fingers, firſt they ſhrewdly count 

'To what their own clear profits will amount; 
1 
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Nor traffic out one favour, till they try 

Which way the balance will be ſure to lie. 
That great and noble ſpirit, which of yore 
Was Friendſhip's guardian genius, is no more 


Whilſt now, uſurping its pure name, behold 

A ſordid venal proſtitute for gold. 

More ſtrange indeed, where ſuch corruption reigns, 

That your free breaſt untainted ftill remains; 

That you with ſo much firmneſs ftem the tide, 
Whilſt crowding numbers down the current glide, 

| When gay propitious Fortune ſmiles around, 

Afiduous friends in plenty may be found 

But if a ſudden cloud obſcures the ſky, 

Quick as its thunder breaks, away they fly, 

Thus I, careſs d by numbers, once could fail, 

When gently wafted by a pros'prous gale ; 

But when the ſtorm aroſe, all, all agree 

To leave me to the mercy of the ſea : 

And thus alone, of ev'ry aid bereft, 

Midſt raging waves, with ſhatter'd bark I'm. left, 
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Nay, ſome at firſt ne er ſcrupl'd to diſown 
| Ovid by them was e'en ſo much as known; 
And all that ſince have aim'd at his relief, 
Have been, alas! but few, and you the chief, 
The chief, as firſt, for you can lead the way, 
Nor for a good example need to ſtay. 
For his dead friend ſee what Achilles dar'd ; 
And well my life with death may be compar d. 
Theſeus to Styx could with Perithous go; 
And O! how like my ſtate to theirs below. 
Een mad Oreſtes by his friend was lord; 
And my offence too well my madneſs proy'd. 
The praiſe of ſuch e'en you might wiſh to ſhare, 
Continue then to be the friend you are; 
And, if I know you right, if ſtill you hold 
The ſame unſhaken temper as of old, 
When fortune ftrives the more will you reſiſt, 
L Nor cer, till conqueſt crowns your toil, deſiſt, 
A ſtrong reluctant foe gives ſtrength to you, 
And thus the cauſe that injures, helps me too. 
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Though to your mind. the veſſel will not fail, 
Yet no diſtreſs can make your courage fail: 


With active care the helm you ſtill command. 


Nor think of reſting till you gain the land. 


/ 
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AN EPISTLE FROM OVID IN PONTUS TO 


SEVERUS AT ROME, 


To you, Severus, born in courts to ſhine, 
Favor d at once by Fortune and the Nine, 
An exil'd Bard, whom ev'ry ill attends, 
- Such the reverſe of fate, this tribute ſends : 
Aſham'd, indeed, that ſuch a name ſo has 1 
Should wait, in public form, to grace his ſong : 
The proſe epiſtle oft, to friendſhip true, 
Officious paſs'd, alternate, as twas due: 
Nothing but verſe was wanting to impart 
The long-felt zeal that warm'd my conſtant heart. 
But this exende is left was Mil 0 plan; 

Why ſhould I give you that you cannot * ? 
To ArtsTEvs honey ne'er was ſent ;. 


- Preſents of wine were ne'er for Baccavs meant. 


* 
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fo Who to TRIPTOLEMUS his min would ſend ? 


NIN With fruit to treat ALcinovs who pretend? 


And if, where ſuch the choice and plenty too, 
Twere vain to give, tis vain to give to you. 
Of all his ſons that Helicon frequent, 

A richer mind to none hath Phoebus lent ; 
A 3 produce of the fertile brain, 
A nobler harveſt none could e er obtain. 
Hence has my willing hand ſo long delay d 

Jo pay what Kill, perhaps, were beſt unpaid. 

| Abſurd that bounty which would offer more 

To one ſo wealthy in his proper ſtore. = 

Beſides, my lifeleſs genius now hath loſt 

That quick ſupply of wit it once could boaſt ; 

And all attempts its vigour to reſtore 

Are like attempts to mend a barren ſhore. 

As when ſuppreſſing mud obſtructs its ſource, 

The feeble ſtream ſcarce works it ſhallow courſe ; 

Thus injur di is my mind by fouler woe, 

And thus with languid vein my meaſures flow. 


ove 70 vxVBRVs, Ns 
Had Homer's lf « on a fh a coaſt been Wei 
Like me, a perfect Gærx had Homer grown, 
That ſavage ignorance which round me reigns, 
The vain ambition of my muſe reſtrains: 

And as I find ſo little to excite 

One ſtudious thought, I rarely chuſe to write. 
That ſacred flame which — the poet's breaſt, 
And which I once could feel, is now ſuppreſt. 

Fain would the muſe, when call'd, her part decline, 
And with reluctance yields the ſluggiſh line, 

That pleafure too, for ſome I ſtill receive, 

Is ſmall indeed which writing now can give. 
Whether, alas! that all my former lays, 

My fame and ebenes ſo have fail d to raiſe, 

That penury, diſgrace, and ev'ry ill, 

Have been the fruits of my unhappy ſkill ; 

Or whether that it ſeems as much in vain 

To write where none can hear or read the ſtrain, 

As meaſuring graceful footſteps in the dark 

Where none your {kill in dancing can remark, 
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A critic's kill the poet's care excites, 

Who has no judge to read, but badly writes: 

Glory hath ſpurs that will true genius raiſe, 

And wit ſhall flouriſh where there's hope of praiſe; 
To me remains no motive to correct | 

The verſe which none, with taſte, ſhall e'er WAY 
For here, to tawny IsTER's ſons alone, 

To mere barbarians can my works be ſhown; 

But then I needs muſt write, to waſte away 

The dreadful leiſure of each lonely day : 

No wonted means are now within my pow'rs 


72 No wine, no dice, to kill the tedious hour : 


War too debars me from each pleaſing toil, 
Each rural art to mend the cultur'd ſoil. 
Hence to the muſe am I compell'd to fly, 

The want of other paſtimes to ſupply : | 

The walt that faithleſs friend, alone remains 
The ſolace, as the cauſe, of all my pains, 

But you who drink at eaſe th' Aonian ſpring 
May ſtill ſome happier motive find to ſing: 


‚JJ VOOR, IO IRS Se OE SIRE es Het <a. - - 


OVID TO SEVERUS. 


— 


Gracious to you at leaſt the Muſes prove; 
Go on and proſper by the art you love. 


3 Os —ͤ—œỹ EY — 7m 
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Take this advice ; and, to requite your friend, 


1 


Some new amuſing work in pity ſend, 
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her AND RECONCILIATION: 
A PASTORAL, 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1742. 


TE sun, now paſt its nooutide height, had made 
Fach hedge begin to lengthen out its ſhade ; 

Now M1iBovurxs's weary'd youth had lightly ſpread 
The well turn? d hay o er Farmer Woorrar s mead, 
And were withdrawing from the fultry heat, 

To ſeek refreſhment in ſome cool retreat, 

When, to unfold his love-tormented breaſt 

In ſullen mood, away from all the reft, 

Young Roc, to a graſs-green ſhady bed, 
Bend a freowding e Sonas Jed: 

in ſweet repaſt, on pudding, bacon, cale, = 
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Dry cruſts and cheeſe, and ſeaſon well their cheer 

With ſmutty jokes, rude wit, and flaggon'd beer; 0 
Theſe two began each other to upbraid, | 

With jealous tales, in proof of love betray'd. 

Roexn to Susan firſt himſelf addreſs'd, 

And, mix d with anger, thus his fears expreſs'd: 


* * 


ROGER, 
Ah! Suſan, you digs quite forgot, I fear, 
Our happy walk from STICKL AND FeasT laſt year, 
When we, by moonlight, home return'd ſo late, 
And ſtopt to take a kiſs at ev ry gate: | 
For then, I well remember, you could own, | 3 | 
Of all mankind, you lov'd. but me alone. | 


3 1 And can you then that ev'ning e er forget 2 

BE When we, in WRATCOouR Woop, Tou CoLL1ns met? 
How lovingly we walk d, cloſe fide by fide, ; 1 
Till you the witneſs of our courtſhip ſpy'd? | 
And how you bluſh'd, when, laughing, he declar'd | 


All that be flily faw; and overheard ? OY 
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O! yes, I fear, you now have chang'd your mind, 
And that your heart to Ricnard is inclin'd : 


Fear do I ſay? it is ſo very plain, 
That all pretence to hide it would be in vain : 
I ſaw it by your ſmiles this very day, 


As once you met him in a ſwath of hay. 


SUSAN, 
Saw by my ſmiles! And is it then from hence, 
Is it from ſmiles alone, you take offence ? 
Have I then broke my vow, or you forſook, 
Becauſe I once on RICHAD chanc'd to look ? 
Though what if Ricaarp ſhould my heart obtain, 
Would you have any reaſon to complain; 
When you, moſt faithleſs man, have me betray'd, 
4 often meet, at night, the Parſon's maid ? | 
But fince you are reſoly'd to be unkind, © | / 
And will provoke me to declare my mind, 
Know I could tell moſt ſhameful things of you, 
And all the pariſh lies, unleſs they're true. 
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| ROGBR. I 


Dr hots ate cube 
Which made me happy, your diſpleaſure raiſe ? * 
| Can you the tokens of my love reſent ? 

For all I ſaid to thaw my lebe es mennt... 
Ah !-now I well perceive why I offend ; 

It ſeems I urge a charge you can't defend: 

Its truth you plainly by your anger prove ; 
Its truth reproaches your inconſtant love: 

And now, to hide the want of an excuſe, 
You aggravate your falſchood with abuſe : 
Pretend my wrongs are yours, and me upbraid 


With taunting hints of NxTLX the Parſon's maid. 
Some folks will ſpread abroad falſe tales I know, 


And wiſh, on your account, they all did fo : 
But though I find the Pariſh love to lie, 
Yet they ſay more than Suſan can deny. 
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A 


SUSAN, 


Don't think on hearſay that I love to blame, 
And only truſt, like you, ws fame : 
Myſelf a witneſs.of. my wrongs have been, 
And of thy falſchood. frequent proofs have den. 
Laft M11B0usNE Fam you ſculk d from me . 
And walk d about with NxLLx half the day. 
But, for the time to come, you wut; do well 
To kiſs with ſuch alone as will not tell. 
Lou ſcarce had leſt her when, ard up with pride, 
Away to me ſhe eame, and-ſimp'ring cry'd, | 
Well, tis a charming thing, J. do declare, 
Jo have a ſweetheart with one here at Fair,” 
| At that, in hopes to make me fret and rave, 
She pull'd out all the fairings that you gave - 
A pair of lambſkin gloves, a-filver. knot, 
Two ſteel-· topp d thimbles at a raffle got; 
a Some fige ſilk garters with a poſy too, 
That told her you would sr ILL CONTINUE. TRUE: 
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— 


And sT1LL CONTINUE TRUE, for aught I care, 


I neither wiſh your love,” rior hatred fear, 


ES 

Can you, in conſcience, after all that's paſt, 
Treat me with open ſcornfulneſs at laſt ? 

I: this a ned jour Voittallews Fc 

And is it thus your conſtancy you prove ? 


I thought how things would end, and thought _ * / 


For truth, in time, like murder, comes to light, 
Ah ! now I plainly ſee through all your art; 

You only ſearch d for ſome pretence to part. 

You was reſolv'd, I find, to diſagree, | 

Nor leſs reſolv'd to lay the blame on me. 

But, let me tell you, your deſigns are vain ; 

For pray of what offence would you complain ? 

Is it my fault that NeLL hath me bely'd, 
And with ſtrange tales to make you jealous try'd ? 
But, grant they're true, what juſtice will be ſhown 
In blaming me for what yourſelf have done? 
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For though you little think it, yet I know- 

| Who entertain'd you with the puppet-ſhow ; 

And who it was that had you to regale, 

At Hannv Drcxzx's Booth, on cakes and ale 3 

And, then, to talk of fairings pray forbear, 

; For I am well affur'd you had your ſhare : 

. Your painted ſnuff- box, ſay who gave you that? 
And who the ribband on your Sunday's hat ? 

That theſe are Ricuany's gifts you can't deny; 
And he ne'er gave without his reaſon why. 


SUSAN; 

Be what you fay of RicHaArD falſe or true, 
I'm fure he more deſerves my heart than you. 
| Had he been Carter, and the waggon drove, 
And made your vows, would he forget his love, 
As you laſt harveſt did, when NL: you took 

To help on mow at barn, and me forſook ? 
AJ o watch you home, as near PLANT-HEDGE I hid, 
(Not that I card a farthing what you did) 


AA 
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I ſaw you romping on the load of oats, 

And heard her cry, © Let go my petticoats. 
Then when you got fo drunk laſt harveſt feaſt, 7 
I'm ſure you kiſs d her twenty times at leaſt : 

And when Jacx Havpzy play'd upon his crowd, 
And you ſung out your roguith ſongs aloud, 

I ſaw you winking ev'ry now and then, 

As if to hint at the knew what, and when: | 
And you had whats, and whens, I make no doubt, 
For when the liquor's in the truth will out. 


ROGER. 


Come, come, ha- done, there'll be no end of this, 


If all you faney ſo muſt be amiſs ; 

If you diſlike whate'er I ſay or do, 

Becauſe you think it ſhows diffike to you. 

To judge the ſame of you was I inclin'd, 

For much complaint I might occaſion find. 

I might obſerve what paſs d laſt Friday night, by 
At ens chriſt'ning, was not quite ſo right. 
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But chriſt'ning bowls, it ſeems, can't be withſtood, 
Brandy makes cyder fo exceeding good; 
And brandy too, I find, does ſomething more, 
Witneſs what paſs'd behind the pantry door. 
I might obſerve too, that I ne'er had known, 
Why you, without a bluſh, could not difown 
That you to BAER Corss a nutting went, 
When we to meet at Noxwoop did conſent 3 - 
If as, to Common, ARNOLD drove his cows, 
Had not ſeen you and Ricxarp through the boughs. 
Though nuts were ne er ſo plenty as laſt year, 
Yet you, forſooth, had nothing thence to fear ; 
That 'tis not ſafe, a prudent maid would own, 
To truft, concen ˙ nian-alyme 3 
But why ſhould you a filly proverb * dread, 
If virtue can ſecure a maidenhead ? 


- 


JY 


SUSAN, 
You're welcome to ſuggeſt whate'er you pleaſe ; 
| Scandal and malice I can bear with eaſe : - 


* Plenty of nuts, plenty of baſtards, 
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Would you revile me more, you ſafely may, 
For I'll not contradi&t a word you ſay. 
You judge of me by other folks I find, | 
And think all women, like your N ELLY, kind. 
And canſt thou think? — But wherefore do I aim 
To bring ſuch harden'd impudence to ſhame? 
Go, go a mumming with your wench again; 
| She loves men's clothes, becauſe ſhe loves the men, 
You know the man her fondneſs could permit 
To help her breeches on, and make them fit ; 
And he that was allow'd ſo much, I gueſs, | 
Was not forbid to help her to undreſs, 
But wherefore ſhould I think it worth my while 
To ſpeak. of things and characters ſo vile? 
Do what you will, with whom you will, ſay I, 


I ſcorn your love, and all your ſpite defy. 
Know thou, baſe man, 'tis now my fix'd decree, 
That thou ſhalt never wed, nor bed with me, * 
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ROGER. 


pray, Suſan, not ſo hot ; come, pray, forbear ; 
1 men you no offence I do declare. rk £ ind 

I know you're chaſte—you muſt miſtake my mind - 
1 only thought you fickle and unkind : 

Unkind to me; and what provokes me more, 

Is, that you ſhould be ſo, on RronAnp's ſcore. 

And, pray now, what in Ricuany can you ſee, Tis 28 
That makes you till prefer that man to me? 

For courage, ſkill, and ſtrength, he's but a chick; 

He almoſt dreads to touch a cudgel ſtick. 

Beſides, he is extremely poor you know, 

And as he's idle too, muſt ftill be ſo: 

Or at the Oax, or Car, or gambling play, 

His ſmall flow earnings quickly fly away. 

Both means and will he wants—he cannot reap ; 

| He cannot mow, nor thraſh, nor ſhear , "I | 
 Toſeta gin, or trap, to lay a ſnare, 

To ſtop up fox earths, find a ſetting hare ; 
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To wattle hurdles, ſplit and bundle ſpars, 
To hedge and ditch, and fix in poſts and bars ; 


Such are his arts; and all his ſtock in trade 
Is but a bill, a mattock, and a fpade. 


But as for me, though I diſlike to boaſt, 

At times I've broke a hundred heads almoſt : 

I for a bellyful with Tacxzx play'd, | 
And was of Mean and PETTY ne'er afraid; 
But my two ſilver bowls at home will ſhow - 
How well I've learnt to ſtrike a conqu'ring blow. 
Moſt country buſineſs too I underftand 
As well as any farmer in the land ; 

And ſhould the Saving and BBIDIx diſagree, / 
Who knows but 1 may then his Baily be. 

My houſe, 'tis true, is neither brick nor ſtone, 
Nor fine, nor large, but then it is my own ; 

And though tis now unſtock d, my cloſe will keep, 
When I can buy them, half a dozen ſheep. 
Beſides all this, I hope I ſhall have clear, 
When my Aunt BeTTy dies, ten pounds a year. 


— 
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8 | SUSAN. 
Von wrong me, Roger; for, by all that's good, 
Richard I do not love, nor ever could; 
And what I've ſaid had never yet been ſpoke, 
Had you forborn my anger to provoke, 


Have I for nothing then been vex'd and griev'd, 
And was I by myſelf alone deceiv'd ? | 
Axe you ſtill conſtant ? Is it I that change 
Surely miſtake was never half fo ſtrange. 
Happy miſtake ! that could ſuch joy procure, 
And make me of my Suſan's love ſecure. 

This bottled ale betwixt us we will ſhare, 

To welcome happineſs, and baniſh care: 

And may this wholeſome drink my poiſon prove, 
If I cer doubt again my Suſan's love. 
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SUSAN. 
| To drown all thoughts of what is paſt I'll try, ; | 
And pledge my Roger often by and by); 
But as I'm hungry, 'twould be beſt, I think, 
J To eat ſome pudding firſt, before I drink: 
And if I cer for RichARD you forſake, 
May the firſt mouthful choke me that I take. 


ROGER, 15 
When poppies ſhall no more on KrrERIIIS blow, 
And charlic ſhall by LONGLANDS ceaſe to grow; 
When waggoners and coachmen ſhall combine, 
Without a dram, to paſs by Becxer's ſign : | 
To ſtop a gap when huntſmen ſhall diſfmount, 
And farmers from the game find good account : 
Then from my Susax I, perhaps, may part, 
And to the girl I hate ieſign my heart,” | 
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| SUSAN. | 
When old Dor Kxar ſhall dl be thought a witch, 
When Karts grows very ſober, neat, and rich; 
When Mary Dicxss does not ſcold and ſwear, 
When Davis goes to church, and hates ſtrong beer, 
When all the Pariſh ſhall forbear to leaſe, 


7 And ſeruple to ſteal wood juſt where they pleafe, 


| Then I, and not till then, may part from thee, 
And with the man I moſt diſlike agree. 


py 


| ROGER, 
How bleſs'd am I, and yet, if Suſan will, 
She might find means to make me happier ſtill. 

On Monday next I am. to have the care 

Of four ſcore lambs, to drive to SHERBORNE Fair; 
And if ſhe would conſent that I ſhould bring, | 
When I return again, the wedding ring, 

The knot our Parſon will for W tie, | 
| i e vill not promiſe, . 


— — ee - 5 
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And when I once am marry'd to my dear, 


Twelve honey months ſhall ſweeten ev'ry year. 


SUSAN, 


I would But fee the Farmer's at the fle; 


He'll rate us well for loit'ring ſuch a while. 
| To dry the hay much turing yet 'twilf need, | 


And till tis made we muſt not quit the mead. 
Then let us riſe, and to our work repair : 
We'll talk another time of SyuzrBORNE Fain, 
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| A TRANSLATION OF A SCHOOL EXERCISE, DONE AT 
ETON, ABOUT PIFTY-TWO YEARS AGO, "BY THE 
TRANSLATOR, JUST BEFORE THE COMMENCEMENT | 


OF THE WHITSUN KOLYDAYS, 


PHOEBUS at length rolls on, in glad career, | 35 
The feftal day, to us his boys ſa dear: | 
Letters from home, fond meſlengers of joy, 
Perus'd with ſmiles, our ſocret thoughts employ. 
Hail, happy day ! beſt ſource of annual mirtb, 
Minerva's empire, known alone at choc, 
8 | And fixt at Eton by moſt rigid rules, 
I now diſclaim ; now only think of eaſe ; 
And sTUDY— but to do juſt what I pleaſe. 
IJ 0o fears and penalties no more fubmit, 
| And fervile taſks for noble leiſure quit. 
+ 
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Foreſtalling private treats, and ſocial feaſts, 8 
Vile College commons I abhor as faſts. | 
Nay een Daun Bnansrox's- tempting ſhop deſpiſe, 
For my pear MoTaes's jellies, cakes, and pies. 
Though ſunk in credit, quite of pence bereft, 

No means to get one paltry orange left, 
I now old STUneY's+ baſkets can paſs by, 

Without a ling'ring look, or longing ſigh; 

Affur'd that, ſoon, ripe cherries I ſhall ſee, 

And pluck them freſh, and gratis, from the tree ; 
That I ſhall pick fine currants, white and red, 

And fragrant ſtrawbꝰ ries from their native bed; 

Find choice of blooming plums, within my reach, 
And ſtand ſome chance to taſte an early peach. 

To ſtrict and narrow ö no more confin'd, 

My feet will rove as freely as the wind, 


/ . 
A famous Paſtry Cook. 


+ TainxzL LO, an old ſoldier, who, having loſt both his 
feet, walked on two wooden legs, and kept fruit baſkets-at the 
College gate, | 


* 
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No tedious taſk: ſhall plague my A brain, 
Nor I be doom'd to court the muſe in vain. | 
Not as u truant; 1 hy ſally roms; © 
And leave dull cares at ſchool for joys at home, 
Unaw'd by birchen ſceptre; Il obey 
No Sov'reign ſtern, no Subſtitute in ſway ; 
From the whole band of Pedagogues* ſet free, 
I, the 80LE 8 of myſelf ſhall be. 
Let Trojans , left beſieg d, their walls maintain, 
Fight on, alone, till I return again: | 
ZErieas f too, till next we chance to meet, 
Without my convoy, muſt conduct his fleet: 
Our ſails now ſet to diff rent points are found, | f 
He is for Latium, I for Dorſet bound; 54: 
And with what j joy, when gain'd. my port at laſt, 
Shall ; reflect on toils ak dangers paſt 


Pg 


„An upper Schoolmaſter and a lower Schoolmaſter, with fix 
or eight Aſſiſtants. | | Ig 


F Homer. t Virgil, 
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Ope' our clos'd books, renew our taſks again ; 

Yet hence, midit hardſhips, murmurs we ſuppreſs 3. | 
Within ſmall limits, hence, great joys compreſs ; 
How fweet, though ſhort, are intervals of eaſe, 


